POEMS 
en. Johnſon 


ZFUNTOR. 
Being 
Miſcelanie of Seriouſnels, 
Wit, Mirth, and Myſterie. 


V ULPONE. 
The DREAM. 

in JITER BEVORIALE. 
SONGS. &*c. : 


Compoſed by WV. $. Gent. 


"S 
Parce--—vatem ſceleris damnare—- 


—_S_ 


don Printed for Tho. Paſſenger at the three 
Bibles about rhe middle of Loder Bridge. | 


1672, 


'To theR ight "SR. BYE Fobn 
Earl of Rutland and his Ho- 
nourable Son the Lord Roſs. 


feet © FY 


ini air fy 
"wifey 725 


\ Boar Virgil and wiſe Homer crown'd with Bays 
Inſtruc my Pen to fing great Rutiand's praiſe ; 
; Skze-mounting Belvoir my Pernaſſus be, 


wh re Bounty, Plenty, noble Charity 


| Ercti their throne, where the fair Heavens acdjein 


A Mannor, and a Mountegue divine. 


vp 
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To the Right Honourable 
Walter Lord Afton. | 


TJ. .yr Ston # Store cut from the marble Quar, 

| \ Fran'd toout-lte the flames of civil war ; 
With all th: bounties of the heavens befriended 
Nincteen brave Knights, twoprincely Lords deſcend: d. 
From this great 5tem laden with Honours ſpoil, ] 


T hat now o'reſbreads Great Brittains fruitful Iſle. 


Tixal the Fountain, whenge theſe Heroes flow, 1D 
Where? Hoſpitality and Bounty grow. | 

Here Corydon goth att a pleaſant Scean, 1 
While his ſwift grinders ſweep the Table clean. T 


Here I my noble Anceſiors of old, 

Tracing the ſteps of Charity behold, | 
By Loves fair handto mine own Cradle led, EF 
Aſton and Lucy ;oyned in one Bed. | 
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o all the ancient F athily of the 


le \, Lacyes,and to all their Ho- 
{|  nourable Extractions 
j 
Luc quaſe Luxi, 
td. 


Bug bright morning-ſiar, pure light divine, 
* Drawn from the Roman ard the Norman [:ne, 
In every Revo'ution ſtill the ſame, 

n heir Countreys Honour a d tranſc:nden: fiame 
From this clear Spring I ama lutle Stream, 


þ From this Apollo a derived beam. 


Ingratitude unto that Root and Ground, 
That noble Being, Tmy Being found; 
Lamy of their Countrey, to their endleſs praiſe, 


I acdicate theſe ſoft and hamble Layes. 
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No.4 I es e&b'd,and Piſces caughti'th' wile, 
FA The Ram skips in, when Thalia deignes to 


ww ſmile, 

= Sg courts his Miſtriſs, gives her a green 
| own, 

I'm crown'd with joy, and tripping ore the Down 

I chanc'd topaſs by a fairchryſtal flood, | 

Whoſe neareſt neighbour, was an o'regrown wood, 

The little bubbling purling Fountains ſpringing, 

The Nighringale on ev'ry bow fat ſinging, 
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The Fields, the Flowers, the Fruit ſo freely budding, 

Wi:hour all care I ſtumbled on a ſudden 

Upon the Foxes hole; Reynard, quoth I, 

Why art thou baniſh'tfrom ſoctery ? 

This ſolitary, melancholy Cave, 

Looks like ſome deſperate dungeon, or a grave , 

Thy ſentence isſevere , what ! noreprieve ? 

Muſt thou lyebury'd and intomb'd alive? 

The goodwives call thee trecherous,and ſullen, - 

A greedy dog for killing all their pullen. 

The Shepheards roo ſuch loyd complaints do bring, 

Makeev'ry corner of the Downs to ring 

Theb!oody (laughter of rhe harmleſs Sheep, 

Like aſly curr, when Shepherds are aſleep. 

The cruel murder of the pretty Larubs, 

Slain ona heap together with their damms. 

Reynard to me his gentle paw did reach, 

And in ſmooth language thus began to preach , 

Many blind ſouls who cannot read their Pfalter, 

Are too too bold and bulie with the Altar, 

Ler- no man put his finger-1n the fire, 

I by profeflion am a reverend Fryer, 

Our order 'bove all earthly power was Fanged 

yon with Angels, bnt thoſe times are changed, 
diſmal} cloud hath ſhaded all our mirth, | 

We now arecall'd the Lecſts of the earth 

By Schiſmaticks, who having loſt the way, 


In a wild lahyrinth of error {tray 


- 
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It was a golden age, when we did handle, | 
Th' affrighted world,with ourBelf,Book,and Candle. 
Lords of the World, Mens Conſciences to boote, 
We made great Kings humbly to kiſs our foot , 
We then were Emperors of all mens treaſures, 
My brother Wolf, and I, did fare like Cefars, 
Our bellies ſtrutting, nothing could we lack, 
The full cram'd diſhes made the Table crack, 
Gammons of Bacon, Brawn, and what was chief, 
King in all feaſts, a tall Sir Loyne of Beef. - - 
Fat Yenifon Paſties ſmoaking, 'tisno fable, 
Swans in their broath came ſwimming to the Table; 
Partridges, Pigeon, Plover,and the Hen, 
With all her broods, would it were there agen. 
My ſides were wondrous plump, and in good plight, 
I had no Cauſe to range abroad by night, _ - 
Feaſted with delicates beyond all meaſure , 
Our golden path was Pav'd witheaſe, andpleaſure. 
The highway Huckfter he delights in pillage, 
The Gypſie ſwaggers in a Country Village, 
The beggar under ev'ry buſh doth feaſt, 
But of all lives the Monk's lite is the beſt ; 
The world in pure devotion was fo holy, 
While we fed fat and laughed at their folly, 
The pretty Nuns and we agree ſo well, 
Whom we did pardon whatfoe'er befell. 
We put the fair ſide outward ; what was foul 

Was clofely hidden underneath our Cow!. 
1 B 2 None 


None inthe Pulpet could become a -lye, 

With face more bold and confident than T. 
Such melting words, that made the women weep. 
Into the cloſet of their ſonls I creep. 

The men fromhome, and dreaming of no harm, 
T kiſs their wives,and keep their places warm 

I ledthe fools tn ſuch a ſtupid blindneſs, 

At their return they thank me for my kindneſs. 
The world wasfaſt aſleep, and did not mind me, 
Wheree're I came I left my. fpawn behind me. 
Like Bulls reſery'd for breed, from our fair Abbyes, 
We fill all countryes with our lulty Babyes. 


| Hence in their mouthes this Proverb all men gather, 


"Tis awiſe child that knoweth his own Father. 
But I muſt now in deep contrition mourn, 
Faſtjng and praying for the ſwift return, 

I = my bones upon this rocky hill, 

Belides the Lents I keep againſt my will ; 

Since Abby's were diſſoly'd, which I condole, 
I hid mine head er lince in this dark hole, 
In this poor Hermitage my vows to pay, 

In deep devotion I conſuine the day, _ 
Shunning all company by Heavens direction, 
I 'keep my ſelf untainted from infection. 

In meditation on my own thoughts _ 
Leaſt they ſhould ſpoil my. manners and my breeding: 
T contemplate and ſtudy 11 my mind, 


Where I at night ſome pleaſant bic may find. T 
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Self preſervation is a general rule, Sn 
I ſuckt this leſſon from dame nature's School], 
My Occupation, which ſome thiev'ry call, 
T learnt of man the greateſt thief of al, 
By him I was inſtructed to indite , 
Look on my Book I'm ſure Ido not miſs, 
Compare them well,my letters are like his. 
'Tis true with Ducks and Geeſe Iam at war, 
Bur ke in cruelty exceeds me far ; 
For one offence of mine number histen, 
I prey on Lambs, but he doth prey on men, 
Upon a P:zg ſometimes, I place my mind, 
Whole Nations he devours of his own kind. 
To fatisfie fierce hunger, 'tis moſt juſt, 
Man playes the wanton Canmbal for luſt, 
.\ Coney, or 3 Hare, ſmall things we prize them 
Theſe Alexanders Worlds will not ſuifieethem, 
He calls for more worlds, and he cryes Alon: Sir, 
As if one were toolittle for one JMounſreur. 
Such petty thieves as L are ſtill diſpraiſed, 
Your mighty Tories unto honour raiſed, 
We make the woods our dreadful habitations, 
They ſtear the healm of Kingdoms and of Nations. 
Theſe Cefars placed on fair Fortunes brow, 
But we are taught to ſwim on every bow. 
The world is caught with toyes,things priz?d we ſee, 
Nor as they are,bur as they ſeem tobe 
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Of our deſerved honour ſhe would barr us, 
Becauſe our chamber is not hung with Arras. 
Truth ſtandeth on the rock, 'tis no falſe Latin, 
A foole's a fool although he ride in Satin. 

Do not debaſe our royal pedigree, 

Qur famous Line ſhines with the greateſt He, 
Tho'I am forc'd tolive in humble cote, 

Mine Anceſtors were Beaſts of princely note, 
And tho, I am by no man now befriended, 

Iam from Kings and Emperors deſcended. 
With Hannibal I was in great requeſt, 

I alwayes lodg'd in this brave Generals breaſt; 
*Twas not his Sword that drave the Re:2ans homes 
Totally routed, to belieged Rome ; 

It was my counſel gave the fatal blow, 
When Jraly with blood did overflow, 


And had my policy found approbation, 


Rome had nor been the Empreſs of each Nation. 
When wary Fabimsdrew his Bilbo blade, 

He circumvented him in bis own trade , 

My Grandlire Herad, whoſe grave ſteps I follow, 


Taught how the great Thieves do the little ſwallow. 


From his example all men will confeſs, 

The tall ones are ſupplanters of the leſs : 
All wreſtlers from the Matock to the Crown, 
The ſtrongeſt arm tumbles the weakeſt down. 
Though in the art of fencing none could beat him 
A mighty Monarch / yet the Lice did eat him. 


From, 
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rom Cain my lineal pedigree I draw, ' 
Who firſt ptoclaim'd the {tature of clubb Law , 
'Twas when the carly world was newly blown, 
When Piſtols, Sword, and Canons were not known, 
Nor that 1ralzaz trick, that layes men dead, 

Lull'd faſt aſleep, before they go to bed. 

So ſoon did fratricide mans mind invade, 

But parricide 15 now a common rrade, 

My Couſin N;mrod learnt his skill from me, 

The firſt that hunted after ſoveraignty ; 

He kept about him'a flete (pack of Beagles, 

Who had the Tallons and the Wings of Eagles. ” 
But when his deep mouth'd Hounds did roar & thun- 
They did amaze poor Coridon with wonder. (der, 
Beſide he had his Blood-Hounds and Setters, 
Whereby freemen were frighted into Fetters. 

To build a Tower, helong time was brewing, 

That he might ſee, what all the Gods were doing, 
Peeping into (althoughis were forbidden) 
Their wiſe decrees, counſels that were hidden. 
And that which made it Luciferian treafon, | 

He thought to over-look them with blind reaſon. 
Here's the foundation of that City laid, 

Which into ruine all mankind betraid. 

When this ridiculous plot it woul i not be, 

He then unkennels all his Hounds on me. 

His Hunt{fman fury blew the' Bugle Horn, 
Forewarn'd forearm'd i' th top ofallthe morn, | 
B 4 T 
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I fled (as I had cauſe) through thick and thin, 
Through woods and dangerous floods to fave my 
Fear gave me wings,it was no time to dally, (skin : F'i 
I ſcale the Mountains which o'relook the Vally; _ 
Untill 1 found this home, this homely bower, 
A caſtle ſtronger than his lofty Tower. 

Neceſlity my nimble pate refining, 

T taught the world the art of undermining, 
VVhich they have practis'd lince in all their wars, 
To blow up Towns, and fix them all new ſtars. 
A figg for his Granado and redour, 

Although I am belieged round about, 

VVithin this Pal:ſado ſafe am I, 

His Culvering and Canon to defie. 

My, brother Mahomer did hold me dear, 

I taught.the Dove to whiſper in his eare, | 

By this fine cheat the vulgar minds beguiling, 

His Alchoran was all of my compiling, 

VVith ſtrang deluſion, and devout pretences, 

I fram'd a pamphlet, pleaſing to the ſenſes. 

To charm mans appetite, was my ſole aime, 
Some ſmall additions; which I now diſclaim, 
Foifted by foals, for that was none of mine, 


That ſuch brave liquor ſhould be in diſgrace, 
For this the Poets curſe him to his face. 

They call him Sor, and Fool, and ſenſleſs wigeon, 
No Poet ever was of his Religion. 


And 


ay 


VULPONE. 9. 
And had Anacreon been alive agen, 
e would have whipt their Armies with his Pen, 


: Fill he had bang'd them to the Scythian Roc.s, 


From whence theſe Nomades firſt drave their Focks. 


Sack gave.Don fohn that Spaniſh brave Galants, 
\ glorious day i' th* batrel of Lepanto. 
ad the Dutch there been arm'd with furious Brandy, 
he State of Yenice had not loſt their Candy. 
Viſe Privy Counſellours, whoſe pates are running, 
n all their deep deligns pratiſe my cunning. * | 
heir greatelt fafety in my counſel lying © (flying. 
0 keep their Necks whole, and their Heads from 
Stareſmen attend my Chamber ev'ry minute, 
heir counſel failes, if Reynard be not init. 
Popes, Cardinals, their Engines and Decoyes, 
Initructed to amuze the world with toyes, 
A world of ſubtle fnares I hourly ſer, 
To bring blind Ideots headlongto my Net, 
To ſwallow down my charms, which I do ſeaſon 
VVith bowles of wine that robs them of their reaſon, 
And that they may not ſmell my bitter potion, 
I colour all their liquour with devotion. 
Tlend my hand to low ones that are down, 
VVithout my help none wear the tripple crown. 
Unto my painted lure all mortals bend, ; 
Old Simon Mazns.is a truſty friend 
Achitovhel whoſe policy was rare 
I eriey'd to ſee him ſailing in the Aire. | 
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To Machiavel 1 _ am allyde, 
Both my great Uncles by the ſurer {ide. 
I were ungrateful ſhould I not commend her, 


My good old Grannam the grave Witch of Endor. 


She taughr me Magick. to foretell good hap, 
V.Vhen a fat Kid ſhould fall into my lap. 

By Altrology inſtructed to diſcover, 

When I ſhould plant my lips upon ſome plover. 
The Sun in Capricorn, the moondecrealing, 
I told each calf his minute of deceaſing. 

My skill in Palmeſtry would much delight ye, 
From Venus mountain'to the linea vite, 

By ſecret lines the fortune 1 diſplay 
Ofev'ry gooſe that came into my way. 

In all Arithmetick I was well read, 

I could divide the ſhoulder from the head, 

A capon, or a cock, If I could win him, 

I quickly did reduce into a minnim. 


. The feathered fowl that fly I did Trappan *um 
All this and more I learnt of my good Grannum, 


Fair Cleopatra, though the Roman kilt her, 
Antonius minion, was my mothers Siſter : 
She was his mate, he was her Turtle Dove, 


Shrin'd in one tombe, fond fools to die for love. 


Queen 72#zabel, ſhe was my mother dear, 
Whom craiel Dogs did all in pieces tear : 
I ſuckt her milk, a tender mother ſhe, 

For which the dogs {till lick their lips at me, 
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There is but two names inthe world bear rule, 

Two mighty families, the Knave and Foole ; 

Of theſe, the major part, in power, and place ; 

The crafty knaves ſpring from the fox's race. 

Your Mountebanks, they daily do invoke us, 

The Juglers learn their tricks of hoc pocres, 

The crafry Lawyers, nimbleſt of the three, 

Lay by their L:tcleron ro ſtudy me, 

Their Clients purſes they do plow and harrow, 
Who gnaw the bone, when they have ſuckt the mar- 
When I was young, and did an infant write, (row. 
In books of Heraldry I took delight. 

Our predeceſſors fame, from Adams vrime, 

I could reduce unto the preſent time. 

T and the ſerpent, joyned in commiſlion, 

Gave Eve that apple cauſed mans perdition. 

Our coat of Arms is rich and wondrous good, 

Three lambs new ſlain in a fair. field of blood. 

Some of our Anceſtours wanting their fieeces 

Did bear a ragged coat all tgrn in pieces, 


An honourable badge, wornas a Jem, 


Won in the wars, between the hounds and them. 

Upon our Creſt, a Duck, ſtrugling and ltriving, 
Catch'd on a ſuddain, as the was a diving. 

Theſe things are laid afide, and out of date, 

The leaf is changed in the book of fate. 

T'was all mine own, that came within mine eying, 

I cou'd haveta'ne the ſwifte!t ſwallow fAying. 
Nothing 


12 VOULPONE. 

Nothing to clamber up the talleſt cliff, 

But now my joynts and linews are _ ſtiff, 
My grinders not ſo ſharp to gnaw a bone, 

And all my vaulting, tumbling tricks are gone. 
This is my greateſt grief, my friends abuſe me, 
Thieves of my own profeſſion, they accuſe me: 
And by no people am T more beſmeared, 

Than thoſe whoſe fired fingers have been ſeared. 
The Gypſy, and the cutpurſe in the ſtocks, 
Taylors, and Millers, all do curſe the Fox. 

Envy ſwells like a toad ready to burſt, 

But the poor fox fares beſt when he is curſt. 

Two handed Lawyers rob both rich and poor ; 
Wiping their mouths, they Jay it at my door. 
The Juſtice and his Clark, who for a Fee 

Turn juſticetopſy turvy, rail at me 

The Uſurer, whoſe Soul 1s hell-fed bacon, 
Roares out of hell for ſtealing his fat capon; 
Widdows,and children,his wide throat doth ſwallow 
Yet calls me thief as if I had no fellow | 
His own he ſees not, but my pranks he'] tell ye 
Who hath whole Towns and Citties in his belly , 
When he hath chew'd a pariſh, and her people, 
At the next morſel] he devours the ſteeple : 
Their thundring acclamations all letr fly, 
As if there were none other thief but 7. 
When if you pur all creatures to the teſt, 
Among the thieves I ſhall be found the leſt 
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he little chryſtall prings do rob their Donor 
he envious rob their neighbour of his honor, 
he Sun doth rob the Sea, in Showrs of rain, 
he thirſty earth doth rob the Sun again, 
he Rivers rob the Brooks, which gently fall 
n ſilent ſtreams, the Sea; dorh rob them all. 

hen Cupid he doth throw his poiſoned- dart 
he lover ſteals away his Miſtreſs heart : 
ot Lyons onely that for prey doly, 
or whales, that ſwallow mighty ſhoals of fry , 
he little Wren, the Dove, thelilly ſheep, 
he Fowls, the Fiſhes of the watry deep, 
hey live by rapine, brother robs his brother, 
nd all ſublilt by plundring one another. : 


befr,the worlds prop, Dame natures chiefeſt friend, 


paniſh all thieves the world will quickly end. 
loved all my brethren wondrous well 
ho did in active feats of hand excell. 

thought thoſe thieves who inthe open Sun, 
id trayellers ſtand, who have more mind to run, 
0 be the greatelt fools ; I ſhun the light, 

y ſtratagems have ſafety in the night. 

he dogs are all aſleep, and not one Mouſe, 

hat licks the cream, did move in allthe houſe. 
he Trumpeter his trumpet ſometime blowing, 
charm the buſy tell-tale-cock from crowing, 


istrumpet ſhrill was heard through all the village, 


diſturbing my deſigned plot for pillage, 
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The* Forewarning 
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Forewarning man of future things to come, 
Of that black, bleſſed, diſmall day of doom, ; 
When that loud trump ſhall ſound, to.raife up men Þ 
To their laſt judgement, though they know not whenÞ1 
Who ſounding in yourears with his ſhrill horn, et 


h 


Tells you, that it may be er'e the next morn. he 
Whoſe crowing was to Peter a g60d morrow, ra 
When his repentance melts in tearsof ſorrow. \ | 
It was not ſo with me, | was affraid, hi 


Leaſt he ſhould wake the Miſtriſs and her Matd : \ ; 
Whoſe thundring tongues, would gather in a cluſteqc* 


The neighborhood, all to a generall muſter, Dey 
Railing great tumults, high and mighty ſturs, le 
PiſtoJls, and Guns, and all the bawling curs, fl 


Who would not ſpare me, ifthev once did wind me, 
Compelling me to leave my ſkin behind me. 

The pleaſant game ſtood fair before mine eyes, 

To make the cock ſure was my maſter prize , 

At his vain babling I was ſore offended, 

Griping his throat, his tale was quickly ended. 

My work done ſuddenly, withour debating, 

I itop his whiſtle, and his tongue for prating, 
Upon the earth poor Chanticleer lies ſpringing, 
His melody was marr'd for ever linging, 

And to accompany his diſmal fall, 

Some cackling hen attends his funerall. 

To weigh theſe things, it makes me melancholly, 

I would redeem with tears my wanton folly, 
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hat all is out of frame, all will confeſs, 
\nothers error makes not mine the leſs, 
men ['m weary of the courſe whichThaverun, 
whenÞnd do repent the miſchiefs I have done. 
et man begin, whom we'poor Animals call, 
he Microcoſme ,the quinteſſence of all, 
ram'd out of all worlds, copy of the three, 
\ perfe& figure of the Trinity, 
he loweſt Angel, and the talleft beaſt, 
\ goodly thing inall histitles drelſt ; 
cluſteLet this great thing who doth in honour ſwim, 
tegin rhedance, and we will follow him, 
'le leave my thieving trade, and be his debtor, 
f his example teach me to be better. | 


T5 


| me, 
he crafty Fox doth ſolemnly proteſt 


anunredeem'd is worſe than any beaſt, 
han Wolf, Dog, Lyon, Tiger; moreuncwil, 
ithout a Jeſus an Apoſtate Devil. 


DREAM- 


or forrain Lands T had a travelling mind, 

My main defigne a truſty friend to find, 
If in the miriads of ſouls that are 
Onereal lover would fallto my ſhare, 
Where ſoul to ſoul tune up one harmonie, 
I made no ſcruple were it he, or1he : 
Jewel of jewels, which doth rarely grow, 
Richer then all the Gems in XMex:co. 
He that is crowned with this part, isbleſt, 
Holds in his arms the [n4zes ealt and welt; 
Muſing upon the ſtate of humane things, 
Theſlipperie fate of kingdoms, and of kings, 
Oppreſtwith weighty grief, which made me weep, 
Clouding my ſenſe, I fell into a ſleep. 
Here ſwitt /4-as made my brain their column, 
I ſaw the univerſe bound in one volumn, 
Me thought the whole was ſmall, yer all did pant | 
To win this thing, no bigger then an a». 
Each would have all, they ſhoulder,and they ſweat, 
The lictle world was fighting for the great : 
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\ Sea appear'd, king Neptune ſeem'd to flout me, 
illions of dreams like boats failing about me : 
heſe roving run-agates my fancy ſmother, 
Dream after dream, and one ſucceeds another, 
Some ſay that dreams within the brain are toſs't 
frhings which in the day we think of moſt. 
Home dreams are pleaſant, ſome are troubleſome, 
Some of things paſt, and ſome of things to come, 
rophetick dreams that pleaſe, and ſometime fear us, 
onvey'd by Angels when ſome miſchief's near us ; 
Some told of things they never knew before ; 
Some dream of gold, and yetare alwayes poor , 
Some dream of rivers, mountains, Shores, and Seas ; 
Some of a new world : mine was all of theſe. 
y wandring fancy did for Spain incline 
amous for Sack, that Emperor of wine 
)ther, ſmall princes of inferiour rank :; 
his liquor Y:rg:1 and wiſe Homer drank 
Vhen they did muſter on the 1kan ſands 
The Tro;an armies and the Grecian bands. 
re rockie hills and lofty mountains high, 
hoſe rall aſpiring heads do kiſs the ſkje 
ſearch each corner of rhat crabbed coaſt, 
he cities which antiquity doth boaſt ; 

[racing thoſe mountains many a tedious mile 
ſtumble on the brave court of Caſi:le. 
Flere Hercules did all his labours end: 
/Pur minebegan, to finda faithful friend. 
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Monſters and Mino-taur's tam'd by his hand, 
For which he did encompaſs Sea, and Land : 

My labour did to greater things aſpire, 

To find a Phenix melted in the fire, 

Out of whoſe aſhes ſhould ſpring up to birth 
Afrieng, the quinteflence of Heav'n and earth. 
The gentle Donna's in mine eye no leſs 

Than ſparkling angels in a female dreſs: 
Their courtelie was rare, ſo wondrous free, 
With kind embraces they half raviſh'd me : 

Art the firſt flouriſh they appear like polies 
Compos'd with 7uly-Howers and fragrant roſes: 
But flowers will fade, they bid me pick and prune; 
You may as well find conſtancy i'th' moon, 


Knowledge in Z.apland, chaſtity inthe ſtews. ( ſov: 
Wouldſt thou reap diamonds where they are not 
The pearl call'd friend{hip never here was known. 
Go gather grapes in Gret-1and, that dark hole, 
Pepper, and ginger, at the Arr:ick pole. 

Cant thou bring all Religions into one, 

Whoſe quinteſſence is love : thy work is done, 
Thy mind ar reſt, thy travel at anend, 

The whole creation is become thy friend, 

Not only man, appointed-to command, 


Sweet melting manna from our northern dews, | 


But every thing that moves by ſea or land : 
Both heaven and earth with all their wealth ſhall 
Lyons and Tyzres ſhall fall down before thee. (t 
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In countrey cottages friendſhip was rife, 

Leaſes of love they took for term of lite , 

Love there is dead, Amintas doth not mind it ; 
And doſt thou think 1n pallaces to find it ? 
Perfe&tion dwells not in frail, mortal duſt , 
Shew me the man that to himſelf is juſt. 

Damon, and Pitheas, are exil'd from hence : 
Verrue her ſelfhath here no influence. 

The Pages tell her in their wanton play 

She is ſome countrey Lady of the May 

That knows no courtelie, or how to ſpeak, 
Only train'd up to runart barley-break, 

Some canting Gypſie with a conjuring wand, 

Or petty Princeſs of the Fairie land:; 

She is too judg'd by her brown olive hue | 

A Lady erraatof Don Guſmans crue. 

In this place thou wilt proſper, canſ{t thou paitit 
Withall the colours of a ſeeming Saint; 

Thou nayſt perhaps aſcend bright honors hill 
Ifthou canſt court where thou intend'ſtto kill, 
We call ir pollicie, juſt in our ſight, 

Tocu: thoſe trees down that eclipſe our light. 
The upright, (imple, innocent, we ſlay: 

'Tis crime enough thac they ſtand in our way. 
Weiſtudy not the morals of wiſe Plato, 

Nor that old fool whom they intitle Cato: 
To imitate their follies we want leiſure ; 

All our divinity is eaſe and pleaſure. 


T2 Slaves 
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Slaves chain'd to conf. tence ino, no, we are free-men{{ 
And know no friend, no God, but wine and women. þ 
Haſt thou rhe {tone that turneth all to gold, \ 
Or teeming bags of Silver ? then be bold. ( 
Melt all Pers into one maſs of treaſure, 1 
Then Call th'/7fanta Coulin at your pleaſure : c 
Gentlemen kneel, and at their diitance are, 
Eſquires your foort-men, let the kxight ſtand bare , 
From the grand Sej27i07 you may take the Wall, 
Great Dons and Dukes, you Tom and Dickmay call. 
Fortune's a Whore, my temples that were crown'd 
Muſt feel her Jathes when the wheel turns round. 
Love winneth love, diſdain begers diſdain, + 
Who ſcorn the world, the world ſcorns themagain. j 
Thoſe that will live magnificent and feel 
His favour, muſt to mighty Aammon kneel : 
Theſe were bis min:0ns, in; his boſome lay. 


T ? 


. True loyal Subjects, the 7 his Laws obey ; 
Theſe were rewarded with all earthly bliſſes, 
Swimm in his favour, crown'd with his kiſſes: Fr: 
But I that could not bow to this Apollo, e 
Muſt nolens, volens, all diſgraces ſwallow. e; 
My ſimple Outlide did theſe Zapwings fright, 

Winters at hand, come let us take our flight, 


Belide the courtelie of friendly blows, 
They. took their Jaſt adieu with rheir kind toes, 0 
The tal] 7-00»-porrer ſoyde mine empty purſe, 

| | Thea whipt me from the preſence with a curſe. 
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e-menſſſy tongue was mute, my wrongs I durſt not tel}, 
"men. Put with my heels I bid this Court farewell , 
nd had not pariercearmed me in haſt, 

oward their blows, that day had beenmy laſt. 
he Inquiſition made me wondrous lick, 

caſt they ſhould take me for ſome Fererique, 
Vhence no redemption till the grand aflize, 
are ; IVhen the graves open, and the dead ariſe : 
all, Friminal faults they might have found good ſtore, 
Vhat greater Blaſphemy thanto be poor , 
ind in their flames I might a Martyr fry, 

here [imple honeſt is grand Hereſy; 
Vhat courtelie, what Civil entertainment, 


hat ſome alledge there is a Purgatory, 

Experience proves it is no fabulous ſtorv. 

[is eaſy to believe when we have ſeenit, 

can afſure you I my ſelf was init, 

prayd to all the $aznts on my bare knee, 

rom /i»-bus patrunm now deliver me. 

emembring Lor's wife I durſt make no halr, 

eaſt I ſhould be diſſolved into Salt, 

ear would nor let me tay, nor look behind, 

Put hoyſing ſail, with a brisk merry wind, 
Vith all my wings for England 1 am gone, 

7 0 London, Empreſs of fair Albion, 

to this royal City then I pack Sir, 

e. met this common zreetinz, what de'e lack Sir * 
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Vhen poor and honeſt came to their arraignment. 
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Methought the word was ſweeter far then honey, 
Will theſe kind Souls ſupply me without money ? 
This .gentle ſalutation it did ſound 

As if that Paradice were newly found ; 
Where the fair beams, of the bright heavens do ſmile 
All things provided without care and toyle. 
Perhaps old $477, with his golden age, 

Is here arriv'd trom his long Pilgrimage. 
Where curſed mize and thine was never known, 
And no man durſt call any thing his own. 

Mens minds were not inclos'd, that crying lin, 
For all the world was then one common Inn, 
Landlord and Tennant names unknown, all ſhare 
The whole creation common as the air, 

The hoſpitable earth mans friendly hoſt, 

Nature his hoſteſs, at whoſe proper coſt 

Her gueſts were feaſted with a liberal hand, 

To furniſh them ſhe plunders Sea and Land. 
At their departure hence, for theit long ſtay 
The reckoning was brought in nothing to pay. | 
"Twas Saturns abſence caus'd the City's mourning, 
And Borfires now were made for is returning. 
To make his welcome equal their delire, 
The bells for joy were melted in the fire. 
I ſecretly within my ſelfthus praid, 

Bleſt heavens, O noble City, be thine aid. 
May every Mayor be a Duke or Earl, 
Thy Ships return laden wich gold and Pearl. 
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ney, Buying and ſelling baniſht, all things given 

I. ith a full hand, as they deſcend from heaven. 
et there be no Apprentice, but all Freemen, 

\nd every thingas common as ſome women, 

hat fire which many thouſands did undoe, 

0 letit burn up their Opiz075 too ; 

etevery Soul be ruled by the Dove, 

\nd no Religion in the world but Love, 

hat all mens hearts may ſhout with joy and mirth, 
hat heaven is now comedownto dwell on earth. 
redulity it hath deceived many, 

[ would notbe ungrateful unto any, 
or at his civil courtelie to ſpurn, 
his Anſwer to his Queſtion I return. 


{mile 


Wt, 


I want a Friend Sir. He in ſcorn did mutter, 
[tis a ware we never uſe to utter, 
| FTisnotwithifithe walls' T dare bebold, 
or any wherein the large Suburbs ſold, 
Tis a commodity quite out of faſhion, 
\nd rarely to be found in the whole Nation, 
oore's brave Utopia, with adeluge drown'd, 
over'd with water, nowhere-to be found , 
his world affords it not, it isa Gem 
Vas never ſeen but in Feruſalem , 
It hath noſtain, nor intermitting foil, 
But groweth there as in his native ſoil ; Wh 
Their very walls are built with ſuchrich ſtone, "rb 
C 4 Millions _ 
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Millions of Pearls cemented into one. 
The breath of loye his friendly blaſt doth blow ; 
*Tis natural there, as enmity below - 

Diſpos'd to good, ſo readily inclin'd, 

They know not what it is to be unkind. 

Some of our modern travellers do ſay, 

"Twas lately found in terra incognita. 

Sir we expe&t ſome Ships, but O I fear, 

The voyage long, they'l not rerurnthis year. 
A triend | itis the thing we moſt delire, ( hire, 
"Tweuld fave our ſhop from thieves, our houſe from Þvi 
Pride's our beſt friend, on luſt we make our dinner, 
At ev'ry meale we ſwallow up ſome linner. 

| But theſe thy friends ſcourge thee with many Jathes , 
Melting thy ſtately buildings into Aſhes; 

A dearth of friendſhip did invade this place, 

Where plenty did put on a ſmiling face; 

Thething call'd love, it was not to befound , 

Pride and ambition did beliege it round; 

Miracles ceaſe, I had no cauſe to mourn, 

If Thames to wine, ard ſtones to bread would turn; 
For aged Pauls was falling every day, 

The famine great I could no longer ſtay, 

My ſides grew lean, my bowells out of Tune, 

Even in the height and heat of parching axe ; 


With frozen entertainment here benumm'd, ns 
T march, where the Knights templers lie intombed , n 
Theſe warriers, as I waik about the [ſle, Þ 


Did 
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did ſeem to court me with a Souldiers ſmile, 
he marbles were leſs ſtony then the men, 
FVbo have ex:hang'd their ſwords into a pen, 
he cruel murdering pen that in a word 
ills and cuts deeper than the keeneſtſword. 
our fleeces from their clients they do ſhear, 
our golden crops, four harveſts in one year: 
Vere Ceres to the Plowmar half fo kind, 
ez'd skip and caper like the bouncing Hind , 
is horſes too, tai.ing their maſters mow, 
Without their bells would dance before the Plow , 
beir Ship can ſail with all winds that do blow, 
hey reap the land which they aid neyer ſow : 
he fat of all they pur into their purſes; 
ogether with the widdows tears and curſes , 
heir long demurs their bawling in mine ears, 
heir Pedlers french drave me from hence with tears: 
y cauſe 707:uited, no man could befriend me, 
Wanting my Guardian- Angel to defend me; 
y forma pauperzs was thrown o're the Bar, 
uch men are mad that enter into war ; 
he gowned battail is not for the poor, - 
he remedy they find worſe then the ſore. 
y Drean continu'd , - in my (leep I faw, 
multitude in ſeveral bodies draw ; 
antique ſhapes they move with various paces, 
nd yer methought there was more minds then faces : 
- Þ!) would have all men amble in their way, 
| And 
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And each did think his neighbour went aſtray ; 

Yet none did know upon what ground they ſtand, 
Miſtake the right, and turn tothe left hand, 

In the morning this (ide, which they change e're noon, 
Like the Chamelion, or the pale-fac'd moon. 

All ftrive to be aloft, their brains they beat 


Who ſhall be placed in the higheſt ſeat ; 


In an uncertain ſlippery orb they reel, 
Moved by that great pow'r that guides the whec] , 
Thoſe heads who now are crowned with a wreath, 
At the next revolu:ion fall beneath; 
From their exalted Empire down they tumble, 
Bleſſed ſaith wiſdome are the meek and humble 
Who ſtanding on the loweſt ſtep of all, 
Are ſure to riſe, but can no lower fall, 
Who ſryimin the ſmooth ſtream without a bladder 
By flow ſure ſteps they climb up 7acobs ladder. 
But theſe benighted wander from the road, 
Looling the narrow way they take the broad. 
They are ignorant that great doth little grow, 
And to be leſs than nothing, leſs do know : 
Nothing no ſavour hath in mortal eyes, 
But to be ſomething is their Maſter-prize. 
The battell is begun, ſee how they ruffle, 
And ev'ry man doth with bis neighbour ſcuffle ; 
Fury, grand captain of this curſed brawl, 
Opinion is Di&ator of them all : 
Opinion with opinion is at odds, 

| And 
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And humane reaſon ſhe prepares the rods, 


To whip the backs of {trugling Souls that wander 
From the blind ſteps of this notoxious Parder ; 
Whoſe beauty now hath loſt kis virgin lultre, 
Like ſwarms of Bees or armies when they muſter. 
Her battards multiply all like the mother, 

And one opinion {til begets another. 


Of this in eſtuous Srr# x per old and rdtren, 


That bloody fratricive Ci was begotten ; 

Who whenthe world a little infant itood, 

Taught men to ſacrifice with humane blood : 

Who e're doth play Rel:zgion wins the game, 

For now opinion lhe aſſumes that name, 

Thus by opinion and his brother fancy, 

The world is overgrown with N-7-omancy ; 

True love, religion pure and undefiled, 

A wandring P:{erim from all hearts exiled , 

With bloody noſes and with broken bones, 

Like wanton boys they fight for cherry-ſtones ; 
Their ordnances play, their fury ſwells, 

For a poor handfull of old rotten ſhells : 

The Aut is good, who would not ftrive to win it ? 
It bath a pearl when the ſweet kernell's in it : 

Fond Strife hath crackt the Var, the kernell's gone, 
And now they quarreil for the ſhells alone. 

It is not coloured dutyesfac'd with lyes, 
Regeneration only wins the prize ; 

Although H:aven-gares ſtand open all the year, 
None 
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None but a little child can enter there. 
By their own works heavens pallace is not gain'd, 
Mans righteouſneſſe will not be entertain'd, 

The word, the living word , a thundring dart, 


Through bones & marrow wounds the panting heart : 


Jt mace the world e're time and world began, 
And for mans ſake this word became God-man7. 
zurchey, O grand miſtake! knowing no better, 

Confine the unconfined to the letter , 

A noval-paper deity compounding, 

The fpirit with the written word confounding ; 
Their Sun is ſet, thick darkneſs doth invade, 

In ſtead of light they dally in the ſhade: 

« £ſops devouring dog, a greedy glutton, 

Diving to catch the ſhadow loſt the mutton. 
Some Dina or Diana is the cauſe 

Of all our woes, the breach of natures laws, 

With an Acheldema of crimſon blood, 

For trifling toys not rightly underſtood , 

True knowledge clouded with Egyptian blindneſs, 
All amity confounded with unkindneſs, 

Thelaw of love, the livery and token 

Of Chriſts diſciples, by diviſion broken : 

This is great Zabel, mother of deluſion, 
Strrumpet of Srrumpets, City of confuſion. 

No peace no truth where 7ez.abel doth reign, 

My hopes were dead, my heart was almoſt ſlain, 
Sighng to ſee how all things did deceive me; 
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Isthis great world too narrow to receive me ? 
What hideous deluge doth o'rewhelm thy face, 
That the poor Dove can find no reſting place ? 

A friend! an Unicorn ! not to be found, 

When inſtantly turning my body round, 

A man, more then a man, a Goddid meet me, 
With kind imbraces thus began to greer me : 
Through bogs and briers wading indiltrefs, 

Why doſt thou wander in this wilderneſs ? 

When thou thy part haſt ated on theltage, 
Poor P:1grim thou muſt quit thy pilgrimage 
Time with his S:ck/e theſe falſe joys will ſever, 
And when you parted are, you part for ever ; 
Wean thy bewitched Soul o bill thou haſt breath, 
Know this, there's no returning after death. 
Theſe ſhort-liv'd rran{itory joys ride double, 
Delight with ſorrow mixt, pleaſure and trouble : 
Repentant tears of mourning after gladneſs, 
Aſhowr ofcomfort interlin'd with madneſs. 
Look up to him whoſe love is {till deſcending, 
Whoſe greatneſs no beginning hath nor ending: 
Enter ſweet Paradicewich Azagels linging, 

Swim in the Fountain that 13 always ſpringing: | 
The glories of the world perith in taſting, 
Imbrace thoſe pleaſures thar are everlaſting. 
Follow my counſel, if chou wouldithave reſt, 
I'lelead thee where the Doves do build their Neſt ; 
V Vhere thou ſhalt feaſt infulneſs all the day, 
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A lamb among the lambs frolick and play, 
Thou ſow'ſt infears and tears, hoping to find; 
All chat thou reapeſt here is froth and wind; 
Hadſt thou the whole world, *Tisa little ſpot ; 
Fond fool, thy native countrey this is not. 
This Fabrick_isa cottage of ſmall price, 

My heart's thy pallace and thy paradice. R 
His breath was ſweet, it ſounded in mine ears 
More pleaſant then the mulick of the Spheres ; 
Which gently blowing like a whiſper came, 
To kindle up loves fire into a flame : 
Excellent conſort, by whoſe charming tone 

Our nature with his nature is made one. 
Silencing man makes him for ever mute, 


Zeſus the Lutaniſt, Chriſtus the Lute ; 


Chriſtus the Lute the .inftrument of 7eſws, 
On whom, he playes what melody he pleaſes. *» 
Feſws Fehavan is the grand Creator, 
Zeſusin Chriſto the Regeneraror ; 
Healer of Nations, good Samaritan, 
The Son of God 1s now the ſon of man : 
The myſtery of myſteries indeed, 
The bleſſed Sower is himſelf the ſeed ; 
The ſpirit by his overſhadowing powers, | 
Doth breath his flaming heart of love in ours ; 
Daality confounded in this union, | 
Where keaven and earth do meet in full communias 
Raviih'd with wonder, I did kils his feet 

In 
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Inwhom all that is excellent doth meet , 

The luſtre of his beauty all-divine, 

Speeds through my veins, and made my face to ſhine : 

Ifhx'd mineeye upon his face,that ſhone; 

But O ! upon a ſudden he was gone , 

I turn'd me round about if I could ſee 

The footſteps of my love, where he ſhould be, 

My Love, my Dove, my 7oy, my ſole delight, 

What Cherubin hath ſnatch'd him from my light ? » 

O where is my beloved? is he fled? | 

Dwells he among the living or the dead ? 

T'le ſearch the graves,perhaps death hath inrol'd him 

The marble Sepalcher could not hold him : 

Vie climb the clifts for him that is my crown 

His rower that made can pull the mountains down : 

Tle ſcale the walls of heaven bur I will gain him ; 

Fond fool the heayen of heavens cannot contain him 5 

I mount the rocks *gainſt which the North-wind rages + 

They anſwer me, he is the rock of ages : 

I travail to the Woods, is my Love here? 

Eccho did anſwer, he lives every where : 

To the ſtarry region thenItake my flight ; 

He is the luminous center of all light, 

Whoſe glorious beams continually do pierce 

Through all the body of the Univerſe. 

Mans ſoul's a ſparkle of this light divine, 

Inlightned Souls do all the ſtars outſhine : s 

Whoſe radiance here hath not his full diſcloling, - 
+ y_ 
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Eclipſed by the bodies interpoling. 


Thence tothe ſprings that Tſſue from the mountains] 
Thy lover is the Fonntain of all Fountains , 
His boſume 1s a hill, whiter thea Sow, 
Whence water of eternal life doth flow ; 
Convey'd by power, through ſecret unknown allyes, 
Deſcendeth down 10 bleſs the humble vallyes. 
It is not drain'd by drawing, but runs quicker , 
The thirſty Soul taſting this heavenly liquor, 


Drinks liberal draughts, greedily pouring in, 
Accounts ſobriety the greateſt in, 


T ſound the rivers, but they anſwer all, 

He isthe Sea wherein all rivers fall, 

That bounteous, boundleſs, bottomleſs abyſs, 
Where little ſtreams are ſwallowed up in bliſs : 
From this Apollo man's a ſparkling beam, 

From this great Ocean a derived ſtream, 

Springs, Rivers, Brooks, by heavens diſtilling rain, 
United into one great Se:z again. 


True love is not a quainted with pale fear: | 
Armed with courage, to imbrace my Dear , 
Unto the Lyons dx 1 boldly came, 

The Lyon rampant was an l:umble Lambe ; 
Here in this W:ld-72eſs Tam a King ; 
When I do rcar] make tl c Fo 1ſt ring, 
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The Elephant his fear cannot difſemble, 

I make the Leopard and the Tyger tremble , 
Bur I my ſelf am couchant and dofall. 
Before his preſence who is Kg of all. 


Among the homely Shepherds then I tear, 
Such as King David and the Patriarchs were ; 
Saw you my royal Prince? fond Soul, quoth they, 
Who truſt in man are ſure to looſe the way : 

We are lambs as thou art, Sheep of his dear fold, 
In the number of his little ones inrol'd; 

loſe by the river-in fair lowry Meadows, 

nd Mountains alwayes green, he gently leads us ? 
Tis true, we ſpring from his immortal line, 

at he that '1s our Paſtor now is thine , 

n his great power and glory we do ſwim, 

ur harps and hearts are tuned all by him : 

'eare his inſtruments, his choice delights, 

e are the Song which he himſelf indices, 

ith his own hand he toucketh all the ſtrings ; 

Tis one-that plays, *tis one alone that lings : 
eare his written word, he the Inazrer, 

Look not upon the writing, but the Writer , 

Enquire of him alone, on yonder rock 

de ſweetly-pipeth to his fleecy flock ; 

Go to him boldly man, thou needſtnot doubt him, 

is pretty lambs are dancing round about him, 

Dancing for joy, there's nothing now can fear them, 
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The greedy. Wolf and Fox cani.ot come near them; \ 


The bearded Goats apart from-him do ſtand, 7 
The little Lambs he feeds with his own hand : Y 
In his warm tender boſome they are nurl{t, 7 
With his heart-blood he farishes their thirſt. A 
Topay their debts, upon the Croſs he bung , B 
Good Pellican that bleeds to feed his young. Y 
| U 
TRANSPORT. | 

R 

My ſoul mad drunk with love, that ſtill did mi v 


Among the Doves I cannot chooſe but find him (hi 
Dreſt in the flames of love , ſaw you my Dear ? 
One milk-white Dove did whiſper 1n mine ear, 
Behold in yonder flourithing Grove of Mirtles 
Thy Lover lits, the King of all the Twrtles ; 

His mate ſo con{tant, that he doth nor doubt her, 
His love ſo great he cannot li-e without her ; 

He courts, and to be courted the is willing ; 
Mulick of hearts whoſe melody is billing. 

In an eternal knot eſpous'd they be, 

He full of love, a modeſt Y;-2inlae , 

His loveerternal is, and hath no date, 

He 15s thy Txrtle, and thou art his Mate : 

Father of Spirits, Angels, and there, 

Bright flame. of love within %*hovah: breſt, 

Upon the day of Perticoſt he came, 


The DREAM. 25 


hem | With cloven tongues, and in a fiery flame, 

This ſpreading fire from Eaſt to Weſt was hurl'd, 
Whoſe holy ſparks did kindle all the world , 

Till Antichriſt did poyſon this pure life, 

And quench this heavenly fire with floods of itrife : 
But now he's come the ficead time, whoſe breath 
Will plague the Beaſt, and whip the Whore to death. 
Unto the ſturdy Plowmar thenlT paſs, 

Such as of old the Propher Amos was ; 

Rid my Love this way onhis milk white Steed? 
J reply'd, thy Zover is the Seed; 


d MifHe ſows himſelf into thy fruitful mind, 
n (Bf That atthe Harveſt he himſelf may find ; '} 
? JThere's nothing but himſelf that he doth ſave, 'iÞ 
ear, FAll but himſelf lyes rotting in the Grave, 
'S YTheperfet new man which from heaven deſcended i 
Returns, when this frail mortal life is ended , _ 
; her, Thy Soul's the Land where he himſelf doth ſow, Wl: 
The Spirits holy breath makes it to grow; - - I 

I; efrelhed by the heavens diſtilling rain, | 

t multiplies into a field of grain , 

All Howers of Paradice grow to delight 'um, 
race after grace ſprings up ad infinitum. 


Inquiring of the Shrubs, who weep and mourn, 'Þ 
Hanging their heads, this anſwer they return , | 
By reſignation and humilicie, ll 
M little Plaxt becomes a ſtately Tree z | 
| D 2 All 'F 
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To the delpiſed, rich, ' contented poor, 
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All look on Trees that'on the Jountains grow, 
But thoſe are ſafeſt that are plac'd below ; 
Zehovah's thunder doth not overtake them, 
The wildeſt Hurricaro cannot ſhake them : 
They flouriſh like the L;les, without care; 

Heis their life, and they his being are. 


I march among the Rich hoping to find him, 
Voluptuous pomp gave them no time to mind him; 
Ratling of Coaches in their brain did rout them, 

A train of Sycophazts plac'd round about them, 
Whoſe ſoothing language laviſhly did meaſure 
Their Summumbonum to conliſt in pleaſure. 

The world's a Hozſtye, (O that word hereafter /!) 
Where men like Swize arefatted for the ſlaughter, 


Irow my Boat unto the ragged ſhoar, 


Who in the heavens have laid up all their treaſure, 
Where they have riches without end or meaſure. 
Where reſts my love, when Sol at noon is riding 
Upon his flaming Sreeds? where's his abiding ? 
He dwelleth in the low and humble mind, 

That proſtrate lyes before his teet relign'd. 

Such ſimple innocence without all ſkill, 

Like new-born babes that know no good nor ill, 
Poor naked uothings, numbred with the dead, - 


Have fold their ornaments for heavenly bread ; 
Whol: 


I, 


hoſe ſouls are purifyed from filthy mire, 
By paſſing through the Purgatorian fire: . 
A noble battail *gainſt themſelves proclaim'd, 
Their paſſions and affe&ions wholly tam'd ; 

reat Alexander with his noble crew, 

'onquering the world, the world could not ſubdue ; 
Another Empire large he had to win, 

0 tame that little world that was within ; 

Ve that are crown'd with double victory, 
In theſe poor Coats are greater Kings than he. 


To the Univerſity I ſet my face, 
\mong the Rabbzes of that reverend place : 
[ hunted out the chief for fame reputed, 
An4 unexpectedly I was ſaluted 


rain'd in the noble School of Penticoff, 
In Chriſt-church. Colledge a reſplendent light, 
ind by degree alearned eſuite ; 

hief of that Order with all knowledge bleſt, 
Skil'd inthe heavenly Aagrck, of the eaſt; 

was one of thoſe brave 21agi, that from far 
did vilit Zeſus, guided by a$tar, ' 
Offering rich preſents, Frankincenſe and Spice; 
To offer me his counce] was nor nice , 

nd that he might my lawful audience win, 

e kiſtme thrice, and thus he did- begin. 

hat vanity, on childiſh arts to look ! 
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By one whoſe beard was ſnow, whoſe face was froſt, / 
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And leave unſtudied thine own learned book; 


Thy book hath but three leaves, leaves that are few, + 


The wiſdom great, all that all worlds can ſhew - | 


Thy Soul's that noble book; wherein doth lye 
Heaven, hell, and earth, time,and Eternity , 

He that can read this book, he muſt inherit 
The v iſdom of the Father, Son, and Spirit - 


This book hath long been claps'd and clos'd within, | 


Seal d and ſhut up by th' angry Cherub:n : 

In heaven and earth none worthy , none was fit, 
But the dear Lamb, God's heart, to open it; 
To keep it lockt the anger did decree, 

Love did unſeal the book and ſer it free , 

A Library of books in this book find 
Printed. and fairly written in thy inind, 
Whoſe lines are gold indited by the Dove, 

" Whoſe letters are the ſparkling flames of love : 
_—_ noſce, leave their rittle tattle, - 

And then thou knowelt more then Ar:ftotle ; 
Study thy ſelf, if thou wouldſt knowledge win, 
Faith will unlock the golden gate within : 

Let wifdome bridle paſtions 1n the Soul, 
Good Servants, bur ill Lords, if they controui 
Hell lies in wait to crucify thy lover, 


Heaven with it's Angels at thy door doth hover, 


Seraphick, Angels with immortal power, 


Thy Guardian ſtrength, attend thee every hour : 


Vain roving thoughts,Moſs troopers do way lay 


thee 
Witt 
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With their hail 47after, kiſs thee to betray thee , 
Thought follows thought a; wave o0n waves do roul, 


a,” 


JAndall to ſteal away the wandring Soul ; 


Like thieving Pickaroons, in Nepr unes hall, 
They ſail about thy brain to plunder all; 


FI they once bring thine heart unto their ſhoar, 


Poor Gally-ſlave they'] chain thee to the Oar ; 


$0 keep thine heart intire for him alone 


Who rules the heavens, 8& makes thy heart his throne, 
This lower world is a deceitful cage, 

Where morta's act their part as ona ſtage : 

Some march into the field, and ſome rerreat, 
Diſguis'd like Maſkers, all is but a cheat : 

Play how you pleaſe,when you have thrown your caſt 
Death comes and fweeps away the ſtake art laſt , 

Look not ſo big, thy life is bur a ſpan, - 

Tis a wiſe part to a& the honeſt man ; 

For toys thy future bliſs: do not deſtroy, 

Prepare thy mind for that ſweet land of joy. 

Where all things do in equal temper grow, 

Nor hot nor cold, with you it is not ſo: 

The rorrid Zone burns up the fruitful graſs, 

The frigid turns itall to icy glaſs, 

There love and anger both together dwell, 

A countrey ſeated between heaven and hell, 

With you love friezes, and grows wondrous cold, 
Our conſtant amities are never old. 

That friendſhip which fome thouſand years hath run, 
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40 The DREAM. 
Ts nowas freſhas when it firſt begun. 

Things alwayes preſent, nothing paſt and gone, 
One heart, one mind, we number all by one. 
Arithmetick with us allows not two, . 

To ling and love is all we have to doe. 

In every ſoul love throws his flaming darts, 


The flame's ſo great, no frolt canfrieze our hearts: - 


Incompatlt with the glories of the Dove, 

Whole gentle breath doth melt us into love. 
Nothing ſo kind as he who is our brother, 
Nothing ſo dear as weto one another. 

Love withont wrath, whoſe garment hath no ſpot, 
Tyes ail our hearts in one eternal knot. 

No ſtriving to be high or to be beſt, 

For he's the greateſt Prince that is the leaſt. 

He ſtands upon the mount and is moſt tall, 

Who is the humbleſt and the low'ſt of all ; 

Titles of honour, bubbles in the air, 

Why ſhould they ſoar? who noble princes are ; 
Ambitious Nimrods, who to heaven wo'd climbe, 
The tower of honour, long before their time. 

All aim at greatneſs, all men wo'd be Kings: 
They take their flight with raw unplumed wings; 
Thoſe that in ſweet humility lye low, 

Are lifted up whether they will or no. 

To purchaſe Dukedoms we take no delight, 
'The meaneſt Subje> in this land's a Knight , 

The name of Earl, what honour doth it bring 
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0 him that is enthron'd a crowned King ? 
e wear the crown which you now lirive to win, 
ook not on things below, but turn thou in 
ith all che ſtrength of faith, and rhou ſhalt ſee 
he Srar that guided us will tutor thee ; 
el lay thy ſoul in ſuch a flumbrinsg trance, 
hou wilt 3dmire thy former ignorance, 
Vhen he thall freely to thy Soul imparr 
he open cabinet cf hts rich heart , 
n the clear beams of loves eternal light, 
he Prophets and Apoſtles, they did write : 
heir book ſtood open, where was drawn in pages 
he Hi//ory of all ſucceeding ages; 
hings preſent, palt, ro come, as they did paſs, 
ere repreſented in a perfect Flals;; 
nd if their book of life were once unſealed, 
\]l chings to all man-kind would be revealed. 
y time is ſpent appointed by the powers, 
he Angels call me to their criſtal bowers ; 
inc? thou mult dwell among the Sons of men, 
nthis vain world a forlorn Citizen, 
ollow my Councel, and al! 7dols quit, 
he rock Self-love, where millions have been ſplit: 
Tis ſelf that ſeeks to mount inte the Saddle, 
nat he may murder feſ#s in the cradle 
t ſwept like a dire plague, wheree're it ran, 
\nd hath infected all this world call'd man, 
ganinſulting domineering high rant, 
Stalks 
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4.2 The DREAM. 


Stalks in the ſteps of the Sicilian Tyrant 
This word call'd Love, which makes the world rw 
Hath now more faces than e're fans had ; (mad, 
Many falſe loves there are, for in the tryal, 

The Touchſtore proves there 1s but one that's loyal ; 
The Puritan will ting an amorous Sonnet, 

To fenſya} /ove the Zelor vails his Bonner, 

A'!l19ht their Torches at Don Cupid's lamp , 

This bajrard love hathnot the royal ſtamp. 

For ſome fair face madmen and fools will dye, 
Becauſe it is delightful to the eye. 

For gold men fail o're Seas of flaming fire, 


Becauſe it gives them all they can delare , _ 
Flowers, whoſe pleaſing odors do excell, Wh 
We love not for themſelves, but for their ſmell, Wh 
Whatſoe're pleaſeth, all men ſtrive to win it, Cor 
And at the. bottome ſelf is ſtill within it : Yaw 
This coin it will not paſs, *tis counterfeit, Car 
Self love is grown tobe a general cheat , Anc 
"Tis chaff that's blown away with every fan, Thy 
All creatures have this love as muchas man; In | 
Unfixed meteors like the wandring light, Hat 
- Which doth deceive the Paſſenger by night ; Thi 


Friendſhip's diffolv'd, and love grows wondrous lean, | Th, 
When greater intereſts do intervene ; 


: Inte I uv 
1.ove from the fountain, which is rarely found, Tr: 
Loves *cauſe it loves, and hath none other ground. "8 


Canſt thou loye lovelineſs when clouds do ſhade it, To 
| Not]. 


" 
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-Not for thy intereſt, but his that made it ? 


anſt thou with love and pity then bemoan it, 
Fecauſe it hath his ſuperſcription on it? 
anſt thou draw Forntain-water from a puddle, | 
ind ſwiminjoy inthe height and top of trouble ? 
anſt thou make croſſes thy delight and pleaſure, 
\ndfrom the depths ofhell drag heaps of tteaſure ? 
\ Virgin undeMled in the mire ? 
at Thunderbolts and ſwallow flaming fire ? 
Canit thou with 7onarhan a David take, 
When Scepter, Crown and Kingdom, lye at ſake? 
Canſt thou imbrace what all men diſcommend ? 
Call naked poverty thy boſome friend ? | 
What mortals fear, can{t thou ſhake hands with death, 
When he doth come to blow away thy breath? 
Coulditthou a ſacrificed YVi&im be , 
For him that lyes in wait to murder thee ? 
Canſ{t thou write ſelf i' th* number of the Martyrs ? 
And lay poor Lazarus where thy Srramper quarters ? 
Thy dear and onely 1ſaac, can{t thou leave him | 


In his fair hands from whom thou didft receive him ? 
Haſt thou this love, though it be ne're ſo little ? 

Then thou haſt ſomething that deſerves the title ! 

The myſteries this good man did unfold 

I wiſh'd they had been writtenallin gold, 
Tranſported with high wonder and delight, 

Ending his ſpeech, he vaniſht out of fight.” 

To Pharaoh's plenteous land I next did row, 

Which | 
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Which famous fruitful V:le did overflow : 
The land was good but for a curſed law, 
That I my ſelf muſt gather all my ſtraw : 

To make my tale of bric;s, if Tgrew dull, 
My ſhoulders paid the reckoning to the full , 
And whar was worſe, my mind doth yet abhor it, 


| Vy work being doneI had no wages n it; 


Some thar Ci ling and caroll all the dy, 


Carouſeand tipple, they hadall the pay; 


Thele ſpent their time in merriment and laughing, 


Rewarded richly with a crown for quaffing. 
We feed and intercommon with the ſwine, 
They at their great Lords table daily dine, 
To ſwallow bran and husks we are not nice, 
They banquet on the fruit of Paradice: 


; Imipriſon'd like a blackbirdin a Cage, 


Poor puddle-water is our beverage ; 


| Rich VVefar cannot their quick pallate ſcape, 
| Northeheart-blood of the moſtnoble grape , 


Wirh golden ornaments and ilk arraid, 

On beds of down with 4diaro09ds o'relaid 

They relt, and feaſt in Jollity and mirth : 

Our bones in rags on the deſpiſed earth. 

What &'re they do, is paid with ſmiles and graces, 
Our crimes areal] unboweld to our faces, 

For which, beſide the ſorrow and the coſt, 

Our backs are feaſted at ſome Whipping-poſt : 
Theſe have no other leader but the Dove, 


Their - 
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Their meat, their drink, their rich attire is loye. 
They Kings and Princes are ; no cruel law, 

onſcience to fright, or keep their minds in awe , 
They dance, they ling, they frollick, ſport and play, 
For all the year 1s but one holyday , | 
The father does the work, the children play, 
And yet the father does the children pay ; 
Theſe children dear he kindly doth imbrace 
VVe are Abortives and of Baſtard race; 
VVith full deep draughts they drink all ſorrow down, 
The deepeſt drinker wears the greateſt crow7. 
VVith oaths they tear the {tars out ofthe skie, 
And make the trembling fearful Devils fly, 
Frighting the Hypocrite out of his wits, 
Yet no dark cloud upon their conſcience fits , 
Moſes ts dead long {ince, who did command, 
tehovah takes the Scepter in his hand : 
7eſus rhe God of love, his love imparts, 
VVriting his Law of love in all their hearts , 
O what is Moſes, whatare all his laws, 
VVanting the witneſs to maintain the cauſe , 
The Holy Spirit he can only cure ye, 
He is the 7udge, the witneſs, and the 7ury : 
1n Pharaohs and the laws they were not good, 

VVritten in CharaFers of humane blood ; 
{Thoſe that dwelt here did labeur to be poor, 
Had this reward, to waſh the Blackamoor, 
| VVich menaces and blows, becauſe they went 
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On their own errant, when they were not ſent. Fallir 
An unſure path, this was their overthrow, Whe 
They wait not till their Leader bid chem go. Wit 
Inſtead of Peters pallace headlong tumbling Allr 
Into the pir, where Cerberws lits grumbling. The 
VVhat though heaven-gate ſtand open all the year, Our 
None but the new man OA admittance there : The 
This little 7zfant is that lovely boy, Sol 
That leads the Soul to everlaſting joy. Anc 
I fled from hence when no body did mind me, The 
Leaving this Countrey with a curſe behind me t For 
Now for the Wilderneſs with all my fails, The 
Wl { To gather Manna, but] met with Qzails. SW« 
1-1 A merry Crew with fealting and good cheer, Th 
| | About a fooliſh Calf were dauncing here, Th 
| | © Moſes was in the wounr, where he did draw Th 
T ables of Stone , but who regards his Law ? Vo 
They'r not amaz'd, nor ſtartle at the wonder, He 
;- Though itreceiy'd it's birch in horrid thunder, Or 
| Unlikethe Goppe!, that with gentle voice Ot 
Did make their hearts in melting tears rejoyce z To 
| Bewailing theſe this in my mind did come, Ma 
| How many Calves are there in Chriſtendome ? Ti 
| And thoſe that ſee old 1/-ae! go aſtray, = 
| Perhaps do worſhip Calves as well as they. T1 
| VVhar quarrels ev'ry where, what fruitleſs odds? | 3 
' Abouttheir wafer, water, paper-gods ; Ml 
VVe ſtile them bearhens who the Stars did ballow, | Ni 
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46 
Falling in zeal before their great Apollo ; 
When thoſe that ſee their error (that is known) 
With openeye cannot behold their own, 
All menare Archers roving inthe dark, 
Their arrow flies to ſome miſtaken mark. 
Our aim ſhould be at heaven alone, but © ! 
The earth is ſtill between, we ſhoot too low ; 
Some Dallila, ſome creature, we are wide all, 
And every man's his own beloved 14: 
The griving Vſurer can take no reſt, 
For dreaming of his 1d! in the Cheſt, 
The ambitious man with new invented Oaths, 
Swears by his honour, and his painred cloaths : 
The Lover's fetter'd in Don Cupids cord, 
The Souldier boldly ſwears by his good ſword ; 
The Schollar on his Concubine doth look, 
Vows he will have no 2:/#riſs but his Book; 
He call's ic b5gamy to ſport and kiſs, 
Or marry any other Wife but this, 
Out of his little ſenſes he doth run, 
To find the earth dancing about the Sun , 
Man, man, too little, or roo much doth prize, 
*Tis ſafe to love, but not to Idolize, 
Wife, children, lands, detcent from noble birth, 
Titles of honor, Demy-gods on earth, 
Rather then fail abroad, at home we find, 
Milhons of Images within the mind, 


Neat Images carv'd out with curious art, 
8 And 
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L iid} And all thoſe flatt'ring 1av/ls of the heart ; 

wit As Cannon-bullets with impetuous force 

If Cut through the air, taking their violenrcourſe, 
Not reſting, though they fiy with eager wing, 

. Til they returnto earth whence they did ſpring. 
So man, whoſe Soul's a ſparkle of that flame, 
Breath'd by the Holy ſpirit, whence 1t came, 

Tf] -. Like Noabs dovecan find no Reddy footing, 
1B Till it reenter where hehad-his rooting : 
| | * In the true ballance *ris moſt juſt and fr, 
\F| To give the Soul to him thar framed it. 
(ud | "Twill ſtand in no place but where it firſt grew, 
4 Ml! *Tis general peace when Ceſar hath his due. 

# | This makes the 1V toquarrell ingreat pain, 
Strugling and ſtriving to return again: 
Wi |: Into the only one pure element, 

'F Their firit dear mother where they have content: 
This 1s the root of all their diſagreeing, 
Becauſe they are not in their priſtine being ; 
For which the univerſal frame doth mourn, 
Groaning with f{ighs, and panring to return : 
Iſrael for forty years was try'd and tolt. 
But I could ſtay no longer in this coaſt, 
This countrey could not win my approbation, 
It look'd ſo like the land of deſolation; 
Where parching Southern winds do always blow 
Where Corn and graſs was never known to grow ; 
ror Canaan now wing'd with the roſy morn, 

| That 
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Fhat holy land where my dear Prince was born n 
[found thoſe ſweet and bleſſed habitations 


ing Davids greatneſs likea Dream was gone, 
nd all rhe gloryesof King Solomon: 
DId Facob ſaid with grave and reverent brow, 
he land thou ſeeſt, . it is not Canaan now ; 
anaan a garden, which the heavens did dreſs, 
snow becomea barren wilderneſs, 
Here in this land a Sun aroſe moſt bright, 

hoſe luſter to the lower world gave light ; 

he Son bf God, the glory of each nation, 
nfleth and blood took up his habitation: 
ſo bleſs the world he from my loins did ſpring; 
But he that was my Son, 15 now my K77g. 
Tranſplendent light ſeal'd with Fehovahs ſtamp, 
y baſtard children quench'd this glorious lamp ; 
This land, which Prophers and Apoſiles nurſt, 
$for their erying murthering crime accurlt, 

or which they are diſpers'd in ev'ry part. 
Voult'it thou fee Cana, tis within t hy heart ; 
his is Ki» Davids Scepter, and hi throne, 
[his is the temple of King Solow 07. 

rim and Thummim ſeek, and thou ſhalt find, 
oly of holies is within thy mind, 
Vreſtle with God as I did, boldly wreſtle, 


Dr's mounting up to ſome ſtrong Cittadel!, 


ere 7oſhua dwelt, poſſeſt by barbarous nations ; 


ike ſome brave Souldier when he ſtorms a C7ftle, 
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Viforious faith doth conquer heaven and hell. 
The fearfull coward meets with many a croſs, 
Retiirning from the batrel till with loſs : 
Laodicea was reprov'd of old, 

For her Lukewarmneſs, neither hot. nor cold ; 
In mine encounter 1 did boldly ſay, 
Lamreſoly'd to die, or win the day : 

"Tis known through all the world, I donot boaft, 
I did incounter with the Lord of hoſt, 

Who holdeth in his hand lightning and fire, 
Till he had granted all I could delire. 

I would no: let him go, but held him faſt 

In my ſtrong arm of confidence imbrac't , 

In this power Labans craft I overcame, 
Chang'd Eſau's Lyo: to a gentle labe , 

And inthe viſion which was clearly given, 
Faith is the ladder which doth reach to heaven, 


Earth link'd to heavenboth kingdoms comprehending, 


Throne- Angels ſwift aſcending and deſcending. 
"Twas not a meſs of portage rarely drefſt, 

Cookr out withart, to furniſh Eſau's feaſt , 

All conquering faith begat that princely boy, 
Give me the blefling which you now enjoy, 
Promis'd to Abrahan for's relignation, 

In Iſaac's line, acrown to ev'ry nation ; 

The bleiling fix'd in ev'ry revolution, 

Though Solomons Temple had its diſloJution, 

All outward glories are ecclips'd and gone, 
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He is, he was before the world begun ; 

All things do praife his name, why ſhould not man ? 
Uncomprehended, all things comprehending, 
His glory no beginning harh, nor ending. 
The Angels ling infpir'd with heavenly fame, 
All glory, glory, glory, to his name 

Spirits of juſt men ina holy dance, 

Lift up their hands for their deliverance 
Rejoycing that the tree which knowledge bore, 
Blaſted in their fair garden, grows no more, 
Torn by the root with all its baſtard race, 
The tree of Life replanted in the place. 

The /Vightingal in warbling roundelaies, 
Doth make the Yallees eccho forth his praiſe. 
The little Lark mounts up with ſoaring wing, 
As he wo'd teach the Cherubins to ling. 

About Religion they are not at odds, 

But ling as merrily as the old Gods : 

The little worms which on the earthdo crawl, 
Boldly intitle him, their all iz all. | 

All disagreeing forms in this agreeing, 

He is, he was, the being of all beings. 

And thou with cheertull heart, chant forth bis praiſe, 
Although thy pen cannot deſerve the bays , 
Keep on that humble pace thou hait begun, 
Unrill thy glaſs it's utmoſt Sand harh run. 


E 2 Enough 
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| The Xing of Kizgs call's for the heart alone. 
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Enough was ſaid to ſaiisfie my mind, 

Icould not ſee, for Love had made me blind; 
Love bath no ears nor eyes, I call, I cry, 

Give me my Love again for whom Idie, 

Ler Crpids army all their forces joyn, 

Angels to boot, no Love wase're like mine : 
Bring Damons Love to Pithiac on the ſtage, 
Who fear'd not death, nor Dyoniſin's rage : 
Set Davids love to his dear Jonathan, 

Bring all the love of all men into one, 

Bring womans too, whoſe quick mild ſparkling beams 
Makes them moſt excellent in both extreams ; 
Yet mine excells, exceeds them all as far 

As great Apollo doth the meanelt ſtar. 

The Uſurer, Italian-like, in's breſt 

Locks his dear Dall:la, ih his dark cheſt. 

The love to woman doth with beauty die, 

Tf YVertues chain be not the ſacred tie : 


- But mine that cannot periſh in the taſting, 


Is like the noble objet everlaſting z 

A love unmeaſurable, and unbounded, 

Where firm FoundationTannot be confounded : 
Why then mine only joy doſt thou remove, 
From him thar hath no life but 1n thy love? 

The ver earth where thou chy foot doſt ſer, 
Doth ſmell more ſweet than Roſe or Y'oler. 


| My happineſs, my dear delightis loſt, 


He's gone to heaven, and thither will I poſt; 


ms 


If 
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If any Spirit in my way ſhall ſtand, 

Angels, Arch-angels, are at my command , 

Faith joyn'd with love controuleth the abyſs, 
And torceth entrance where no entrance is ; 

It batters walls, and breaks down ev'ry fence, 

For heaven it ſelf is won by violence; 

It charms the Lyons heart with ſacred Spell, 
They have no power to touth a Daniel ; 
Subdueth Tyrants, and their armed band, 
Walks on the Segasif it were dry land ; 

It cuts a paſſage through the watry Stream, 
And raiſeth Laz'7us frem his drouzy dream - 
The walls of ?-richo it doth deflowr, 

It ſtormeth hell, and conquers heaven with power, 
Commandeth trembling - Devil; to retreat, 
Removeth lofty mountainsfrom their Seat , 

It bids ane Sea divide it ſelf in two; 

What thing ſo difficult Faith cannot do 3 

Our Soxls are tinder, burning in deſire, 

Faiths the flint that ſtriketh up the fire , 
Which being kindled by the gentle Lamb, 

The Spirit blows, and turns 1t all ro flame. 

My dear and only jewel do not fly me, 

Arm'd with this faith, thy power can'e deny me; 
It is decreed, though thouſand deaths I die, 
Nothing (hall ſeperate my Love and I; 
Through Daniels fhrnace, and the flames of hell, 
Vle pafe to find where my dear Love doth dwell, 
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Let hell heap all her fire, fuell on fuell, 
Nor heaven nor hell ſhall rob me of my jewell , 
Though all created things ſhould ſtrive to thwart us 
Devils, nor men, nor Angels ſhall nor part us; 
With him for ever I'm refolv'd to dwell, 
Wickbur whole preſence heaven it {elf were bell. 
Q what vere P.radice, if we coult will, 
eavenlis not [12 wen, atmy ſweet Lord not 1N It : 
Thatheaven 13 heaven, wiere "all deitghts do grow , 
It is the {iniling eyethat makes it ſo; 
His frown's t the houſe of torment, and of nis geht; 
*Tis paraaice to be his Favourite; 
My $oul's a prifoner, none but love can bail her, 
Give me that Priſon, where love is the Gaoler, 


Hearing my cries, and into pitty breaking. 
He was within me while I was thus ſpeaking ; 
Words that did love and pitry, both provoke them, 
Though I was ignorant, 'twas he that ſpoke them; 
He roucht mine heart, but I had loſt my feeling, 
He like the rock did ſtand, but I was reeling: 
With amorous wine mad dr ank, my heart lay a 
Something I wanted, knew nor what was wanting 


_-Iſought ia forrain countrevs every way, 


For that rich pear{which in my boſome lay ; 
Through 4ſia, Europe, Africa T roam, 
Hunting abroad, my Jo e!/ was at home. 
He preſent was, his preſence unrevealed, 
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He ſtood before me, but mine eyes were ſealed. 
: is ſeeming diſtance was a piercing dart, 
rt us, [Though he was never abſent frem my heart ; 
ealwayes lodged in mine heart I fee, 

Twas my beloved was that faith in me , 
I knock at heavens bright gate, my way was blocedk, 
It was not I, but he in me, that. knocked , | 
it: {Who like a wanton /zz;b, or {xipping Hd, 
In jolfty was ſporting in my mind , 
With holy violence the door fiew open, 
The brazen locks, all bolts and bars were broken. 
Enter the Royal Fort which thou halt gained, 
Fountain of wiſdom, holy love unitained ; 
Take up thy lodging in my ſmiling eye, 
Wherein unknown, unmeaſured treaſures lye , 
With keeneſt arrow draw thy bended bow, 
But when thou aim'ſ{t, aim not at things below : 
n, Thou ſhoot'ſt ar ſucha mark, that will deceive thee, 
When itorms ariſe, theſe treacherous friends will leave 
They fleet & flutter like the air that's ranging, (chee, 
All Sublunaries ſubje& are to changins : 
ting] The Srars and Planners, like the giddy Ocear, 
Wander uncer:ainly with wanton motion 
This day, as their aſpe&s would never fade, 
Before the next morn they run retrograde. 
[If 74piter the knot of love dbth tye, 
Saturn and Mars diflolve the harmony ; 
Hath Yen a fine web of friendihip ſpun, 
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Mercury ravells all that ſhe hath done 
Though So be hot, Luna is wondrous cold, 
Freſh youthful amities on earth grow old ; 
Art thou infected with ſome ſtrong diſeaſe, 
Why doſt thon run nnto the Stars for eaſe? 
How can thy Soul be cur'd with poiſonous plaitters ? Þ 
Theſe are thy Servants, make them not thy Maſters, 
Their whirling wheel 1> alwayes running round, 
Build not thy hope on ſuch uncertain ground ;, 
Though by thy tall thou art of low degree, 

T'le mount thee to a throne, and marry thee ; 

That Iam Lord all creatures they ſhall know, 

I made thee King Vicegerent here below : 

By diſobedience thou didſt forfeit all. 

Fle make thee greater, ſtronger by thy fall , 

:T'le land thee onthe ſweet delightfull Shore, 

The land of Peace whence thou canſt fall no more. 
Thou art my Y:rg:s-bride, I will aſſure thee, 
With endleſs joys my heart ſhall be thy Dowry : 
Treaſures and pleaſures of the greateſt price, 

With all the gloryes of ſweet Paradice ; 

In mine infolded arms Ile gently take thee; 
When all the world of ſlippery friends forſake thee. 
The world doth love it ſelf, it's own is dearelt, 
When it is furtheſt off, then am I neare!t. 

When friendly death (hall cur thy fatall clue, 

Thine extream unction, ſhall be Hallelue ; 


Death ſhall no Coblivz nor no Bu2brar be, 
Þut 
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ut a ſafe paſſage to felicity. 
Afriendly Ferry-»an to waft thee o're, 
Sife from all danger to th' Elyſian ſhore. 
har if he take this garment off that's worn, 
Withered with age, with w/nrers fury torn ? 
From mine own Wardzobe I will cloath my Der 
Vith garment rich, ſuch as the A4-2els wear , 
Ile giveirhee Adams garment without ſpor, 
Vhen he was naxed, and yer knew 1: not , 
Rivers of heavenly w:ze ſnl] ro the brim, 
Vherein the Prophers and Apoſtles twim , 
\nthems of joy, thy Soul for ever linging, 
he Tree of life tnthine own boſome ſpringing , 
Vith all the favours of my loye Tle grace thee, 
ith Doves and towring E :#les I will place thee, 
vith all the little /4m»bs that know no guile, 
ith conſtant Martyrs that in death did ſmile , 
ith Cherubins and Seraphims inrol'd, 
Ind all the princely Parriarchs of old, 
Vith Abraham, Iſaac, 7acob, and the Quire 
hat chant my praiſes on King Davids lyre, 
Ind thou that doſt delight in humble verſe, 
oor homely {trains, my glory to rehearſe, 
hbanting my praiſe and ZBabels overthrow, 
balt ſing a new S927 which thou doſt not know , 
by Ship hath fail'd on S$2as where billows roar, 
Dn thy right hand behold the pleaſant ſhoar ; 
ow having runthy rude tempeſtuous race, _. 
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Thy travel|s end, caſt Axchor in this place. 

This is the place of pleaſure and delight, 

Upon this Rock thy ze plzzs ultrawrite ; 

Set upthy Pillar here, *cis holy ground, 

This is the Rock which hell cannot confound ; 

My llcep unto its pertod now was come, 

I witlit 'rhad laſted till the day of doom, 

The miracles I faw in this ſhort Dreas, 

For foine brave 70: vere a noble Theam, 

Sweet flowing pens, tears from all eyes compelling, 
But mine perhaps hath ſpoyl'd the T ule in telling 
The Sishr, ſtrange WOnder and amazement drew, 
For when 1 wak' a I foul it ro be true. 
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|: ſias no civil war,” nor what did fall 
| Pa /werine Or Andi; de gan! : 

Price Arthars ftory thait no» paper blot, 
Nor the concei:ed pranks of Do! Quixet ; 
Ifmad Or{a740 wild and furious be, 

Whar's lis divine A ;2ellica to me r 

Rouze they that l1{t the Lyo in his den, 

A brisk and Boxy-Tal? flows from mv pen; 
Like the idle dreams fanti ' ue Poets faign, 
Or thoſe tond Fables Midiyives entertain 
Over a ſmiling cup of limpering Ale 

Oftall Tow Thumb, and doughty fack o' th' Pale. 
Now lend your ear, as we from Belvoir came, 
Own'd by a noble Lord, and princely Dares: 
All our diſcourſe, our welcome, and 0 
Our merry hearts light, as our Pisrſes w 
We had no ſhips art Sea, ro make us ſad, 
Loſt in a tempeſt when the winds are mad; 
We never did abuſe the Commonweal, , 
By verrue of our place, and the Broad Seal, 
As ſome Land Pirates, nor . all down the hate 
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And heavy curſe of an incenſed Srate 

We broach no projects, no inventions brew, 

Nor damnold Do#rine by inventing new : 

Plunder the publick for our private gain, 

Nor are we Spyes or  Pentioners to Sparn : 

I hopeitis no Treaſon then to ling, 

Andſay, God bleſs our Soveraign Lord the KING. 

With ſuch cleer Souls like ſober $z4:ls we creep | 

To our delired Hrbour where we ſleep 

Sounder than Swallows, or induſtrious 'Bees, 

Who reſt all winter in old hollow trees. 

Sol now is climbing up the Eaſtern hill, 

Our mornings-dranght good boy, and then a Byl!. 

is Sawee, what Reck'ning have we here ? 

m for Fire, Tobacco, wine 71d Beer: 

Summa totals; Well the to'ther pot, 

And then thy 71/;/*riſs lip ſhall cleer the ſhor, 

So taking leave of ev'ry Chamberlain, 

Lo at the door, the Ghoſt of Tamberlain, 

Ofbulk as burly as an Oak, ſtood forth 

A ſturdy Gallant ſailing from the North : 

Fair Srs, faid he, will you be pleas'd to own 

A wandring Traveller that is unknown , 

The waysare foul, and we have far to ride, 

He that's alone doth meaſure ev'ry ſtride - 

That in the tented field I have' been bred, 

\Where winking Strays have lighted me to bed, 

Circledwith pale-fac'd Death on ev'ry lide, 
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ſuch a truth that cannot be deny'd, 

eap you the pleaſure of my paſled broils, 

ed on my language, and forget the miles, 

o this in courtelie we did _ 

up we got, and on our Journey went. 

o pay my love, which he accounts a Charge, 

edraws the Piftare of his life at large : 

& /ove ſaid he, Tmore degrees have run, 

an Drake or Candiſh, or the trav'ling Suns 

he proudeſt Kingdoms in the world have kiſt 

y wandring foot, I have them in a liſt, 

ina, Madagaſcar, and japan , 

ok in the ap, the world is but a ſpan, 

he Globe a Foot-bal! kickt from pole to pole; 

:that hath Gold is ſure to win the Goale. 
ſelf firſt found the paſſage to Cathay, ' 
radel Fogo, and incognita ; | 

hot the Gwdph, leapt o're the Line at noon, 
ence vaſſed ro the new world in the 9007; 

te horrid battails, O the diſmall wars 

1tI have feen, witneſs theſe ſpeaking ſkars, 

hich like ſo many gaping mouths appear, 
(Tas bracelets on my limbs do wear. 
language was all Thunder, when he ſpake, 
e thought the center of the earch did ſhake. 
Sancopanco, much dejected Reeve, 

e a pale Image pulls me by the ſleeve, 

n whiſpers in mine ear, good Sir bewiſe, 


Ds 
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Do you not ſee thoſe piſtols in his eyes 

That ſhoot me dead ? are all thy ſpirirs fled ? 
Where's that grave Oracle ? that ſubtle head | 
VVraptin a Twarbant /Maboner put on, 

VVhen he did frame his fooliſh Alchorar. 

Thy body too, in more warm woollen clad 

Than thy great Grandſire , courage then my Lad ; 
Intrench'd in thine own Palliſadoly, 

And all the Inſtruments of death defy. 

Gun, Dazger, Sword, Grannado, and Petar, 
VVhat other engines by the. Sons of war, 

At hand devis'd for ſlaughter, or aloof, 

A waſtcoteer ſo lin'd is Cannon-proof. 

VVords are but wind, the lilly Swain was lick, 
By nature and complexion Phlegrratick, 

A trembling Palſy on his heart did fir, 

Like one arreſted withan Aguc-fir, 

Ar lait kind Soul he weeps, ſhaking his head, 
VVith broken hollow voice, Sir we are dead, 
VVeare beſet, belieg'd, by Sea and land ; 

And his companions in each corner ſtand 

Like forlorn Scouts, ſee ſee y'on yonder hill? 

I nothing ſee, but Buſhes and a 2ill. 

O they are men, ir is 1n vain to fly, 
AndIalas am not prepar'd to dy. 

T have rhat golden bait, that dainty diſh, 

For which theſe. greedy Cormorants do filh 

Falſe Traytor to betray me in diſtreſs, 

; Accurk 
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Accurſed gold I never lov'd thee leſs 
VVith all my heart, wo'd 1 were rid ofthee, 

A hand ro boot, ſo my dear life were free. 

How will my wife and children entertain 

The heavy news, to hear that Iam ſlain ? 

My ſides grew fat with laughter atrhe man, 
Methought they wereinlarg'd more than a ſpan, 
Yet putting on a ſeeming face of tear, 

VVhenlo, my Servant who did over-hear 

All our diſcourſe, and underſtood my mind, 
Spurs up his Palfry ſwifter than the wind , 
Breathleſs a while he pauſes, then in hatt 16 
Tells the bold Cavaleer all that had paſt : 1 
And that he may be ſured for the Scean, | 
Lays openall Johns gold, his heart I mean. | 
The morn was cloſe, fit for the work inhand, Th 
A miſty darkneſs covers all the Land; | | 
His liquid fear did much increaſe by this, (8 
And Fear the mother of devotion 1s ; 

His Soul extrated from immortal birth 

Had till this kour been buried in the earth; 

Bur now was tairly travelling to heaven, 

Large his accounts, and how ro make them even 
His time was little, but his voyagelong, 

His faith was weak, his {fins were wondrous ſtrong, 
Yet now he ſends his hovering thoughts before, 
Like nimble ſpyes to ſcale the narrow doore. 

Up comes my Gallant, on whom 7ehz did look 


Accurl 


As 
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As doth the priſner that's deny'd his book. 1 
But he grim S:r, pitching his ſubtle hay, B 
Leaſt over acting ſhould undoe the play : H 
Inquires how rotten ſheep did ſtand that year, H 
VVhat prices catte!, corn, and wool aid bear ; D 
Seaſons and times, for ſelling and for ſeeding, W 
As if his whole time had been ſpent in reading re 
Old Almanachs nine Summers out of date; W 
On whom he leans, more than the book of Fare. Tt 
Then Bookers Provhecies he doth unfold, In 
Valued wich thoſe Scybilla ſang of old. I2: 
O happy menſaid he, who never roame [il 
In forraign countreys from your native home Th 
Your days with plenty crown'd, ending your lives þr; 
In the chaſt arms of yaur beloved wives : A 
Bur we torn{rom our cradles to be hurl'd 7 
By cruel fate into the rugged world, al 
Like B#ſtards of the carth at our return, h 
Tncounter nothing but contempt and ſcorn : h 


VVhere youin pitty of our wants allow, 
VVretched reward, a halter and a bough. | 
But by this ſteel, this ſteel thar I unſheath, hay 
E're I will end my days ſo dry a death, 

A grinning wry-mouth'd death, TI le kill pel[me!! 
Five hundred churls, and ſend them all to hell ; 
And this by Mars, and all the Gods I ſwear. 
The amazed Swain ſeeing the ſtorm ſo near, 

For ſhelter ſought his ſearful head to hide, 


His 


ITER Bewvoriale. 65 


His ruſty Sword hung looſely by his ſide. 
But he thereon dare not Þ:is ſafety build, 
His Rippon: Spurs are now both ſword and ſhield. 
His foaming 5:ced companion of his fight, 
Did lixe a Whir!-wiz:d, inatch him from our {ight : 
We follow after like the greedy Hound, 
And when he cannot to our eye be found, 
We haunt him by the noſe , for inthe wind, 
* JThe Fox hadleft afilthy ſcent behind ; 
Jnthis ſweet pickle, melancholly fick, 
Bath'd all in Sweat, and ſomething that did flick 
Like yellow Bird!/;zze, to his limber thighs, 
. [ITheſtingleſs Bee to his own cottage flies ; 
IVES TTis true, he brought no Honey to his Hive; 

ut Wax good ſtore: 'twas well he ſcap'd alive. 

is Wife ſalutes him, in whoſe welcome arms, 

n brief he tells part of his paſſed harms; 
he reſt he apprehends; for out of douhrt 
be witty Girl ſoon ſmelt the matter our. 
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On the Royal Soveraign. 


 DRotens grand Shepherd of the foaming deep, 
P That feed'it thy ſcaley herds like flocks of ſheep, 

Hold up thy ſhaggie head; lo here doth com 

A greater miracle than Thetis womb | 

Did ever bear; a royal frame compos'd 

May vie with Noahs Veſlel, that inclos'd 

All natures ſtore, who elſe had found her grave, 

A floating I/land dancing onthe wave. 

So Delos wandering Iſle, or Poers feign, 

Till mighty 7ove did fix her inthe main. 

In ages thar ſucceed why may not ſhe 

Pull'd from the Sea, part of the firm Jand be ? 

Part did I ſay; how vainly do Idoat? 

Thou arta little world ; the world a boat 

Compar'd to thee - the paſſenger no more 

Salutes thee for a Ship, but for a thoar : 

Who ſcorch'd with heat, then nipt with northern blall 

With itorm and tempelt rofs'd, when he at lalt 

His long delired harbour ſees at hand, 

Shall ſpring for joy, and throw himſelf on land. 

Th 
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The nice Philoſopher with curious eye, 
. Finds in thehorned ox a Collonie : 
——[4s they to us, why may not this afar 
Appear to them to be a blazing Srar? 
But whether thou a Srar or Comet be, 

, [That wandering world ſtands gazing now on thee, 
[On thee their Sun: bleſt nations of the night | 
Who from thy beams receive their borrowed light, 
| Neptune no more a god, for thou ſhalr reign 
heep, [Star of the Sea and ſhine in Charles his V Vain, 
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A Poetical Strain. 


1o Dr. Hiam T beolop. 
Medicum. 


DO EREEaA.. em tres. 


F were uncharitable ſhould I deſire 
Conſumption, peſtilence, fierce ragins fire 
Of ſcorching Feaver, Surfet, and the Wezch, 
That borrovis Engliſh coyn, but paysin French; 
Cold poiſonous air, het mereors that inflame, 
With thonſand orhers which TI fear to name, n 
Should blaſt the widdowe'! vrorld and make her weu ar 
A mourning weed : thy fame and art t' indear. 


My Lovelhall be more tncdeſt, T will pray 1g 
Thy charms 12y conjure all theſe Ficrnds away, we | 
May'{t thou by quintefTence of thy great skill x 1 
Reltore more lives then ountebanks do kill ; 4 
While tiey imploy'd to cure the leprous Irch, | 
The worms in children, or ſome Female ſtitch ”_ 
Got by a wanton flip, from _— win He 
Brown-bread, and thread-bare-cloaths , 'or in the (inf, $* 


Share v ith the Devil, and converſe with Smocks, 
Til they themſelves be peppered with the Pox. 


May] 
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ayſt thou things high and excellent acquire 
hat all thy Tribe may envy and admire; 
he.Gour, the Stone, which ope* the Uſurers eye 
o ſee the torture, rack, and crueltie, 
hich he hath Jaid on others ; for his health, 
o'd now (tho'unwilling) part with all his wealth, 
te fully cur'd by thee , but not before 
is bags be ſafely landed on thy ſhoare , 
Ind thou with thisrich prize ſo jultly won, 
uld Hoſpitals for thoſe he hath undone. 
ay the young frie fall ſick, grow lean and wan, 
Ind long for thee more than they do for man. 
ay every female-patient be a lover, 
y feeling of their pulſe let them recoyer 
> Þreen-lickneſs : V Vere their fame and honour fled 
et them redeem both thatand Maiden-head, 
et them from all diſeaſes be ſet free 
ot by thy Drugs, but confidence in thee. 
etaged Madams on whoſe furrowed brow 
ad rime hath worn deep wrinkles with his plow, 
heir hour-glaſs turn as fu!l of juicte ſap 
s$when they danced in their mothers lap : 
> natnre by thy help as tealthful grow, 
$when our father Adam held the plow : 
y all thy Parzents live the perfect date 
heſid old Merhuſalem, and 1n a jtate 
5 ſtrong. And thou for making others ſound 
ich glorious immortality be crown'd. 


J 
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V\ 
T wo Poetical Epiftles tro |\\ 
iwo Friends. Ye 


{ {| Epiſt. 1, 


'J4 V Hen all things out of frame grow wondr 

[ | ſcurvy, | 

= And nature from her courſe turns to 

[ | curvy ; 

| When horſesride on men with Spur and Switch, 

| And Schollars do put down their maſters britch , 

When Princes to their people do ſtand bare, 

me When Dogs do fly before the fearful Hare, 

'4f When Maids command their Mittreſles by patten, 
| When beggars ruffle in their $ik and Sattin, 

When O/tlers teach their horſes Greek, and Lattin 

When Gallants walk on foot, and foor-mer ride, 

When Noble-wen run lacquies by their ſide : 
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When th'elements from natures courſe do turn, 
VVhen fire ſhall drown the earth, and water burn; 
VVhen lofty mountains congee to the vale, 
VVhen P:zgs ſing ſweeter then the Nightingale, 
VVhen Pearls and Oiſters grov7 on Oaken trees, 
VVhen in the midſt of Summer it ſhall freeze, 
VVhenall this comes to paſs, which cannot be, 
Yet ſhall I then prove faithfull unto thee. 


ECCE—L————T————_—_— OO ——— rs ne 
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Epist. 2. 


Iveme a Sidney's Pen, which dipt in wine 

Made his Philoclea more then half divine : 
Summon the Poets, none ſhall march before us, 
Thou my Pancela, 1 thy Muſidorus. 
Shepherds, and Shepherdeſſes, tram'd in ſtory 
Tomint a female, made of Maſcline glory; 
Muſter to theſe all the brave old Commanders, 
The Scipio's,Ceſars, and the Alexanders, - 
VVith bills and ſwords they made all nations flie - 
But L:via with the Magick of her eye, 
DothJlead the world in chains of love divine, 
Conq'ring all hearts;{'m ſure ſh' harh conquered mine. 
SinceI am grown to be thy Gally-ſiave, 
Give me the priviledge which priſn'ers havc, 
My liberty being loſt, by Cupids charms, 
To live and die a priſ'ner in thine arms. 
Nettar, Anbroſia, purely here I lip, 
The Auſes nine they all dwell on thy lip. 
Swimming in love, no pleaſure now ſhall paſs us, 
Thouart my Hellicen and my Parnaſſus. 


Dn 


Il 
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0n a Gemleman who loft bis Mi- 
ſtreſs called Nancy,( at the ſame 
time) alſo his Hawk of theſame 


CULT 


17 1lt thou forſake me thus ; 
my deareit Nancy, 1h 
To wander o're the world 
ina wild fancy, 
To couple with an Ow! wantonly ranging 
Til thou haſt cloy'd thy ſelf 
with oftea changing? 
An Eagle was my Dove, 
True, as the T xrtlc-Dove . 
Tf ſheafaller prove, 
Farewel my Nancy. 


Come my bird of Paradice 
thus 1 conjure thee, 
Illo, ho, ho, my love, when I did [nretl ee 


Thou 
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[4 


Thou would'{t come ſtooping down 
like clap of Thunder, 


' And like a falling ſtar 


cleave the air aſunder. 


Then hovering o're my head, 

Whoo, hoop, the game is dead ; 

Yet theu art from me fled, 
Farewel cc. 


Thy feathers were more ſoft 
then maiden treſſes, 
I gave thee bells to wear, 
Varvels and jeſles, 
C:iting to keep thee clean 
Made of white Flannel, 
VVhen t'.y limbs bathing were, 
\ I was thy Spani'l, 
T gave the ſtones good ſtore, 
Yet thou diſt play the whore, 
And wilt return no more. 
Farewel ©&c 


Sweet Plover was thy food, 
| Patridge and Pigeon, 
Thruſh,Feldifare and Snipe 
Woodcock, and Widpeon, 
£2ail, Pheaſant, Duck and Teal, 
the pretty Bunting, 


And 
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And ſhe that ſweetly ſings 
whilſt ſhe is mounting. 
Yer thou art gone aſtray, 
On worms and mice to prey, 
Beetles that ſhun the day. 
Farewel &c. 


Now ſince thou art ſo coy 
If e're I catch thee, 
Falſe Kite, to keep thee tame 
T'lelit and watchthee; 
T'le hood thoſe rouling eyes 
that ſhoot at rovers, 
And mew thee in a cage 
from thy tond lovers. 
Cupid s a wanton child, 
True loversare beguil'd, 
Ware Hawk and Wenches wild. 
Farewel &c. 
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—_ 


A cold Fourney, and cold 


Entertainment, 


"I Nto a countrey ſarm I lately came, 
Where I hung like a picture in a frame, 

"Twas 1n the wintrie cold month of December, 

Her froſty frowns forget, her ſmiles remember. 

Fare would content Apicizs to his mind, 

Then who dare ſay my Landlord was unkind. 

His broth was wondrous good, but with the ladle 

He bang'd my noddle, till my brains grew addle, 

A trembling School-boy I demurely ſtand 

My maſter witha ferrula in his hand _ 

TfI but blow my noſe, or wink, or nod, 

Or ſmile, or look awry, fetch me my rod : 

Poor men are fools, wiſdom attends the rich 

Which made me readily put down my brich. 

He that at great mens tables takes a ſcat, 

Hath freedom to do nothing elſe bur eat ; 

Tf he have wit he muſt not ſpread his banners, 

For that were blaſchemy againſt good manners; 


Tl-1s 
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This learned Lelſon my Preceptor knew, 

His what, his when, and why, even toa cue, 

— | Quick-ey'd he was to ſeeand underſtand, 

And alwayes carried in his reverend hand 

A multiplying glaſs, wherein was ſhewn 

The errors of mankind, all but his own. 

The good and evil mixt,. made me believe 

This was the garden where our mother Eve 
Upon that curſed fruit did freely feed, 

Which poiſoned her ſelf, and all her ſeed, 

Words ſteep'd tn vinegar, and ſpending money z 
Hemlockaid © liter wormwood, mixt with honey : 
Such as poor beggars purchaſe to their coſt, 

A gentle aims, and then a whipptns-polt. 

I came invited ro this double banquet, 

Laid ina bed of down, toit in a blanket : 
The Goſpel here, there, Moſes bloody banners, 

A l:ncic-woolſie Medly of all manners : 

Kindneſs, unkindneſs, ſhould I ſum up all, 

Sugar two ounces with one ounce of Gall. 

Which being tempered with the oyl of Sanders, 
Would make anexcellent med'cine for the Glaunaers 
Hallo my fancy whither wilt thou fly ? 

Hath my kind hoſtſome faults, and have not I? 
God pardon all; O be not too ſharp lighted, 

If he be in the dark, thou art benighted. 

He's in the oven, and I amin the fire, 
He's in the dirt, and I wade inthe mire. 
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He hath ſome ptmples on his face that ſhine : 
And have not I, poor ! a mole on mine ? 
Now that I may not crow, or hang the wing, 
In cqual ballance let me weigh the thing : 
The good I have receiv'd I will inroll, 
Fairly ingraved ina marble ſcroll, 

| All ſtains and blemiſhes T'[ blot with Ink, 

And not to ſee I'l ſhut mine eyes and wink. 


 — 
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Upon my return hence,witb 
little wit, andleſs money, being 
alone; I took a dangerous fall = 

from my Horſe. 


Enowned Drake from Pole to Pole was hurl'd, 

In his long voyage round about the world - 
Such ſtrange, miraculous wonders , could not ſee, 
As 1, who ſhot a greater gulf than he , 
WhenlT fell from my horſe in deadly ſwoon, 
Where I ſaw ſtars, to Tricho Brache unknown , 
Fire from mine eyes did fiame, the skies flew open, 
My back quoth1, and allmy ribs arebroken. 
Here I beheld as I lay on the ground, 
In pain and grief, that th' Univerſe went round : 
Upon my back, which made memuchdiſmaid, 
The burthen of che world was wholly laid. 

A 
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A fancy took me which did little pleaſe, 
That I was ſailing to th' Antipodts ; —— 
Had not ſome mountains interpos'd my way, 

I had diſcovered them that fatal day. 

Falſe friends, and dirty ways, henceforth forbear ; 
Dull jadesand winter journeys, I forſwear : 


With pitty to poor carriers, forc't to goe A 
O're rocks of ice and monltrous hills of ſnow; 
Let others travell countreys ſtrange, to ſee - C 


Surely I thought 'rwas the worlds end with me. 


” 


ar : 
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A DIALOGUE. . 


A conference between two plain 
countreymen, Tom, and Will, 
about deep matters of 
Religion. 


_ ——— _— 


CANTO. 


Tune ——— The Drainers are up 


Tom. ood Neighbour W:{l, I prethee be plain, 

T With what religi>n ſhall we cloſe , 

Since every Set doth ſtifly maintain 

Thar the tree of life in their garden grows ? 

W:ll. Ich tell thee Tom, *chave found the beſt, 

Whatever mendo write ot ſay, 

If thy veſlel be bound for the city of reſt, 

True neighbourly love is the only way. 4 
G er 
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Let us fly away from the land of ſtrife, 
The Lamb hath bought us with a price, 
And polt to 'the holy river of life 
Which gl:derh through obr Paradice. 
See how thoſe heavenly {treams do ſet 
To Ell our Souls with a living flood, 
The rree of Knowledge we will forget, 
But the tree of life {hall be our food. 


The way to this river ſo'pure and ſo cleer, 
Which through the valley of love doth glide, 
. By reſignation we'mult ſteer, | 

Humility is our faithful guide. 

By faith we travell to a princely town 
Which wiſe men do call the fathers will, 


Here we inthe Sabaoth of reſt will fit down, 


And ſet up our tents on 7ornt S:07's hill. 


In the Ocean of love let us freely ſwim : 
To thee, my 7oy, Idrink this cup, 
Come fill up the: bowt unto the brim, - 
'Tis liquor divine, then'drink itall up ; 
Drink merrily To#,, the Fountain it flows, 
We have no enmity nor gall , | 
This cup to our friends, andrthis to our foes, 
A hearty carouze we tipple to all. 


Tom.Let us take the to'ther pull, 


MMiſcellanes. 
"| This liquor will make all darkneſs iy, 
Why ſhould we ſpare? the Founrain isfylt, 
And never can-be drained dry. + 
Let greedy Miſers wade in. the mire, © / 

Let ſquint-ey'd enyy murder his brother, 

Let hatred and milice remainin the Fire, 
Pure Nettar we drink and love one another. 


Let Phariſees pray till their knees grow bare, 
Let Gameſters cog the ſubtledye 
Let Huntsmen purſue the lilly Hare 
Let ſober Cirizens cozen and lie; 
Let Courtiers diſſemble, let Scholars read 
The quirks and quibbles of old Ariſtotle, 
Let Souldiers fight, let Littleton plead, 
We'l cheerfully tame the to'ther bottle. 


From North to South, from Eaſt to Weſt 
Inventions through the world do range, 
Opinions in fine garments dreft 
Like blazing Comers of the brain, 

About religion they make foul work, 

JAnd introbloody wars they fall, 

The Heathen, the jew, the Chriſtian, the Turk, 
This liquor will reconcile them all. 


The flowers drink the pearly dew, 
JLike merry drunkards allina row, 
Cr 2 
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What though they are of various hue 

In neighbourly love together grow ; 

They merrily tipple and ſweetly agree, 

Noquarrell x br their cups they move, 

They drink to each other, then why ſhouldnot we 
Drink liberal cups of innocent love ? 


35 . 
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A SONG. 


Oy TUNE. Such a Rogue's a Round-head. 


jX That's he who breaks the thunder crack, 
\ And bids the raging Sea go back, 
Unto his voice inclined; {- 
ho doth the angry Ocean full , | 
nd makes the winds obey his will? ' i} 
7ehovah unconfined. | 


LE Fre Tera ee ee OOO "un 
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What's he who gives the Sparrows meat, | 
nd moves the rocks out of their ſeat , | 
Where firſt they were deſigned; by 

ho doth the cryital Springs invite, þ 
nd cloaths the lillies all in white ? f | 
Zehovah unconfined. 


VVhat's he who doth the ſtars advance , | 
Vtil't round about the Globe they dance, ; = 
VVith earth-quake and with thunder; 
eſtroys great Cities of renown, 
nd makes the kills come tumbling down ? 
"It 1s the Zord of wonier, 
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The Tyger Ido keep in awe 
And to the Lyon am alaw 
By my fole power confined ; 
*Tis I that bound:the Sex and land, 
Yet Iabove all bounds do ſtand, 
La {chouah uncontined, 


With Engzles wings ſurvey all lands 
Number th” innumerable ba, 

And write them ina ſtory ; 
View every thing that's gone and palt, 
Though time it ſelf muſt end at laſt 


There's no end of my glory. 


The clouds I ſuck out of the Seas, 
And makethem fall where I do pleaſe 
To fill rhe earth with treaſure ; 
The Sea, the Sands, the ſtars furvey, 


The mountains ina ballance weigh, 


My power thou canſt nor meaſure. 


All things do in and to me flow, 
The things above and thoſe below 
Are Servants to my pleaſure; 


The heighths; the depths, are in my hand, 
The bredths and lengths at my command, 
My power thou can{t not meaſure. 


Ti 
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| The Rart is dead, the Quake muſt dy, 
\] forms before my preſence fly, 

By my ſole power deſigned, 

ſhe Names they are the ſtumbling ſtone, 

ternal life in all is one. 

?chovah unconiined. 


Thy wiſdom, will, and holy ſhew, 

- Fluſt periſh like the early dew ; 

| And when thou arr reſigned, 
'le take thee in minearms again, 

for 1 in thee alone will reign | 
Zehovah unconfined. 


If fweetneſs be thy ſouls delight, 
Carnation, Pink, and Liltes white, 

All flowers bound up in polies, 
Arabian Gums and Indian ſpice, 

y boſome is the Paradice 

The Paradice of Roſes, js 


The ſecret Cabinets below, 
here yellow gold and liver grow 
Do all obey my pleaſure, 
earls, Diamonds, that ſparkling be, 
Il theſe am I, cpme dwell with me, 
AndI will be thy treaſure. 
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A Catholick Hymn. 


TUNE. 7f there be a Phenix in the world. 
"tis ſhe. 


Pinion rules the humane ſtate, 
And domineers in ev'ry land, 
Shall Seas and Mountains ſeperate 
Whom God hath joyn'd in natures band? 
Dwell they far off or dwell they near, 
They are all my Fathers children dear. 


| Features and colours of the hair, 
Why meet they not in harmony ? 

The yellow, black, the brown, the fair, 

All rinRures of variety ; 

In ſingle ſimple love alone, 

Millions of colours are but one. 


The M:ghringale doth never (ay, 
Though hebe King of harmony, 
Unto the Cuckoo, and the fay, 

Why ling = not ſo ſweet as I? 
Each ſing their own in loves fair eyc, 
Their tcn;ues complete one melody. 


Lend 


orld. 


end 
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Lend me the bright wings of the morn, 

That I about the world may run, 

From Cancer unto Capricorn, 

Far ſwifter than the flaming Sun. 

Where e're my winged Soul doth fly ; 


All's fair and lovely in mine eye. 


In the phlegmatick I ſweetneſs find, 
The melancholly grave and wiſe, 
The ſangnine merry to my mind, 
From choller flames of love ariſe : 


Jn ſingle limple love alone, 


All theſe complexions are but one, 


Behold the painful labouring hand, 

And thoſe that keep their harmleſs ſheep, 
The country Swain that ploughs the land, 
The Aerchant that doth plough the deep ; 
Each do their work in love alone, 

One works for all, and all for one. 


With open arms let me imbrace 
The Heather, Chriſtian, Turkand ew, 
The lovely and deformed face, 

Tae ſober and the Joviai Crew ; 
F >r this I ſee, in love alone 
All forms and features are bu: one. 


cx 24 
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T loye with all mine heart and ſoul, 
The French, the Dutch, the Engliſhman, 
The Dare, the Swede, the Turk. the Pole, 
The Spaniard and the African ; 

For this I ſee, inlove alone 
All nations reconcil'd are one; 


Thence fail I wich my love as far 
As Chinz, to the Indian lhoar, 

The Artick, and Antartick Star. 
The Tawny and the Blackamoor, 
 Eromthence I trave!l round about 
1% countre 7s 1c ver yet found our. 


My heart, my heart, is very lick 
All nations of the earth I woo, 
My Soul is turning Catholich , 
And ſo is my religion too ; 
The Dey in all doth move, 
So univerſal is my love. 
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An Hymn of Love, 


TUNE. True blew &C. 


Cc 
— ———_— 
End : — 
Oc 


entle love hath no diſferition 

In our holy Chriſtendom, 
He will end all wild contention, 
Hell and death he'] overcome. 


Love that's of no price accounted 
Toſled like a Tennis-ball, 
On his white hotfe bravely mounted, 
He will ride to conquer all. 


Heav'n and Hell with wealth ſhall tore him, 
The fatneſs ofthe holy land, 

"Victory doth march before him, 

The Lanb and Dove at his right hand. 


To the battel he advances; 
His colour's orieatal blew, 
Not with guns and ordinances, 
Adverſaries to ſubdue. 


G2 
In his eye there are ſuch bliſſes, 
Enemies it overthrows 

With imbraces ſmiles and kiſſes, 
Hewill conquer all his foes. 


Low humility befriends him, 
Meekneſs patience and the reſt, 
Noble charity attends him 

To provide for every gueſt. 


Here's no begging or intreating, 

None do labour plow or ſow, 
-od provided without ſweating, 

The tree cf life doth freely grow. 


In his houſe there dwells no danger, 
Steward Hoſpitality 
Kindly weleomes every ſtranger 
Preſt with friendleſs poverty. 


Bounty crowneth all their wiſhes, 
' Entertains with chearful breaſt, 
Plenty uſhers in the diſhes, 

Grand purveyor of the fealt. 


Diſhes rich innumerable : 
But of all this princely fare, 
Quoth love mine heart is onthe table, 
Feed, my Joy, and do not ſpare. 
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Noble Angels ſweetly ſingin 
Tunes of heav'nly nd X 4 
In the midſt a fountain ſpringing, 
They that drink can never dye. 


Meaſured dances nimbly tracing, bo 
Fires of love that always flame, | 
Hugging, kiſſing, and imbracing, 

Singing praiſes to the Lambe. 


Love within, and love without them, 
Love doth all his treaſure lend, 

Peace and joy dwells round about them, 
Peace and joy that hath no end. 


Immanuel is all our ſtory, 
Heis our royal diadem, 

To him be glory, glory, glory, 
Weare his new Hieruſalem. 


—— 


| 
f 
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An Epitaph Hyms, oc. 


On the death of the Lady Maria 
Mannors, danghrer to the noble 
Earl and Heroick Counteſs of 
Rutland, and Sifter to the 
Lord Rols. - 


M aiden of honour born of princely em, 

A virgin in the new Hieruſalem, - 

R oſe in ſweet Parzdice, pluckt in the morn, 

I nher dear Virgin bridegrooms'boſome worn ; 
A ngels about this angel dance and ling, 


M ufick when love doth move on every itring 

A mong the Martyrs and the heav'nly Quire, 

N umbred with thoſe who chant to Davia'slyre. 
N ew triumphs now exchang'd for tranfitory, 
Q n her fair temples a rich crown of glory , 
R ivers of pleaſure full unto the brink, 

$ uch as the Proph:rs and Apoſtles drink. $4 


Miſcetlamies 96 


— __ 


T be Angels entertainment 
in eandem. 


V SER ſweet Angel to our chriſtal, bowers, 
A ſtar thou art among the immortal powers; 

 Tobea Lanbinthe grand ſhepherds fieck 

Is morethan to be born of princely ſtuck. | 

Thou now haſt ſcap'd thoſe doubts, thoſe cares, and 

Which would have waited on thy riper years; (fears, 

Ls lover till December would not ſtay, 

But hug d thee hence in thy freſh dieocuiag May. 

A Dove among the Doves thou here may'k play, 

Cutting thy paſſagethrough the milkie way : 

Till thy dear Bridezroom Wita his favour grace thee, 

Whoſe arms are always opea to imbrace thee. 


*Omrnns urn mn ener ES ens. ts ee ere er. * 


Hymnus 
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Fymnus in eandem. 


T be Bridegrooms Salutation. 


TUNE. W#ker the ſtormy winds do blank 


[| Took thee ona ſuddain 
In all thy glories dreſt, 

I cropt thee inthe budding 
To wear thee in my breſt : _ 
My roſie blooming bloſſome, 
My tovely flower thou arr, 
Vie hug thee in my boſome 
A jewel in mine heart. 


Thou haſt given me thy virgin power 
Mine honour to advance, 
Andallthe joys that heaven can ſhowr 
Are thine inheritance ; 
I'le tinure thee with bliſles 
My flames of love to pay 


With 


blow, 


Wi Nl 
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With ſweet unnumbered kiſſes 
We dally our the day. 


The Angels are invited, 

The Supper ready dreſt, 

The holy lamps are lighted 

For our eternal feaſt : 

Banquets to thy deſiring 

On tables rich appear, 

Tle give thee ſuch attiring 

The noble Angels wear. 

The ſacred knot which I have knit 
No power can untie, 

Duallity Ile not admit, 

Our We isturnd to TI, 

One heay'nly fleſh, one blood and bone, 
One life not tranſitory, 

The Male, and Female both in one, 

One undivided glory. 1 


Tle gather thee ſweet poles, 


| | Sweet polies of rich price, 


Of 7uly-flowers and Roſes 
That grow in Paradice. 
Let ſhepherds call on Phill:s 


As fair asfair may be, 


More beautifull than Z:llies 
My 7ewel is to me, _ 


gs: Miſcellanies 
[The Cherubims advancing 

In all their beams of light, 

The little Argels dancing 

About this Agel brighr. 

Sweet harmony rebounded 

In all the heav'nly Spheres, 

Such melody ne're ſounded 

In any mortal ears. ' 
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Pound | to 9 59; To ROY 
( A Song of Hoſpitality. 


TUNE. The D#aiters abs up; "© 
They threaten to drain the Kingdom ary: 


w_— 


$ 


2 me the golden age again 
When wine . did welcome every gueſt, 


When that good Knight Sr. Loyn did reign, 
' Plover and Patridge did flie to the feaſt, 
Since bold Copernicus hath found 

New nations never known before ; 

The tottering world by turning round 

A | Hath curn'd poor Charity out of door. 


| Where's the bouncins Buck we ſo much boaſt; 
Whereon good fellows did heartily feed, 
When Shoulder of mutton did rule the roaſt, 
0 chen'rwas a merry world indeed ! 
Whar's become of our Cavo,0ur Chicken and Veal, 
The ſer ingrofſeth them all in his Hurch, 
Long-winded prayer, .and left-handed zeal 
Makes lame hoſpitality lean on a crutch, 
| | 2 
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| tholick, Love. 


The: Butterie 
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'A” Gammon Of Bacon is very good meat 
With a piping” P;7 new drawn from thepIr, | 
With lowing onboth des the Plowman doth ſweat ; 
That worldsat gnend;now the Yewy! a bitt , 
March beer in\black Zacks as big as ones waſte, 
|! But locks and keys have robbed rhe Hall, 

\_ wine af Ca:;.1 Veen our friendly. X liquor, they 'C 


_ ly do taſte. 


to all. 


OO op er at, 


Tell OY * TT , y 
and, Paytrie will fy, open 
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SELF. 


Self! that art the cauſe of ail our ſadneſs, 
The whole world is involyed in thy madneſs ; 


- Pad Ithat wri:e this, would that I could ſee, 


Accurſed Self, that I were rid of thee. 
Had Self been hang'd on 7udas tree, 


'Halkhe ben drow.1d in Pharach's fall, 
But O ! tHelives in thee and me, 


oplague and to rorment us all - 


'Belf-reaſon doth all miſchief breed. 


he. Tyrant proud that would be King, 
he Serpent and the Serpents ſeed, 
he Dragon wjth invenom'd ſting, 
Herod that did the children (lay , 
Falſe 7uds that did Chriſt betray, 
True love coth conquer heil and {in 
VVer't not for love that cures all evils, 


' *PDifarms the angry Cherubin, 
'JThis world were a meer den of Devils ; 
AThYarraign, condemn, at their own bar, , 


Thieves puniſh thieves, all 7zdges are. 


H 3 
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Good Lord &c. 


Miſcellames. 


A Littany. 


| drinking up the labourers ſweat, 
From making war without a Warrant, 
From climbing to the Judgment Seat, 
Fromrunning on aſlleeveleſs errant, 
From'all my fetrers ſer me free 

And from my Self deliver me. 


From the diſſemblers yea and ray, 
From Pharaoh's kindneſſe, Kedars Tent, 
From daubing with untempered clay, 
From ſtoning of the innocent, 

Good Lord deliver me. 


From unbelief, fond cares, and fears, 

Froma long Bill of a Taylor, 

From the F:ena's murthering tears ; 

From the deep dungeon of a 7aylor, 
Good Lord &c. 


From cloſe diſſemblers with two faces, 
Fromafalſe, lying, double tongue, 
From Catch-poles and their kind imbraces, 
From lingring Zaw-ſuirs nine lives long 


From 


—  . 
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From all ſtubborn diſobedience, 

From Wolves that would devour the flock, 
From Peters fooliſh confidence, 

But give me Peters watchful Cock, 

Good Lord T pray thee. 


y 


From the inventions of mans brain, 

From the foul curſe of being rich, 

From Gog and 1azogs curſed train, 

And from the Apple that did Eve bewitch, 
Good Lord deliver me. 


From Sina's thunder, Babels Tower, 
From thoſe that fly with borrowed wing, 


[From Caterpillers that devour - 
The noble Z:{lythat doth ſpring, 


Good Lord &c. 


From eyodand the man of fin, 

From 7onah's Whale and periſhing Gourd, 
From. the fierce angry Cherubin 

And from the fiery flaming ſword, 

Good Lord &c. 


From north-eaſt winds when they do blow, 
From winter journcys without coyn 

From travelling to fericho, 

Where Thieves my jewel did purloin, 
Good Lord &c. H 4 
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Let me eſcape thy raging ire, 
Thy Thunder-bolts O do not dart / 
And from thine angry flaming fire, 
QO hide me in thy tender heart ; 
In thy dear heart I ſhall be free 
Inthron'd in perfe& libertie. 

Good Lord hear we, 


Drain up thoſe weeping ſprings of tears, 
Thy Hurricano's let them ceaſe, 
Thy frowns awaken horrid fears, 
Bur in thy ſmiles are joy and peace. 

Goo! Lord hear me. 


Give mea conſtant faithful mind, 
To meet thy mercy at the lalt, 
That I may full forgiveneſs find : 
Let me forgive all that is paſt, 
Good Lord hear me. 


To 
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4 Soveraign Receipt ' for the 
Eyes, and Hearing, &c. 


Ook not aſquint, or neighbours failing mind, 
The faults thine own,which thou 1n him doit find, 
0 all his errors lend thy deaf ned ear, 
Speak well of him, and then thou well ſhalt hear, 
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Dyſticks. 


Leſs me from Guns,they kill the lame,the blind : 


The Ordinaice of love faves all Mankind. 


Seek not to man, a meer created thing 
For what thou want'ſt, go boldly to the King. 


Tle Scul with life continually is fed 
Wucu Love and Charity lie 1n one bed. 


The water of eternal life we gather, 
When we receive the meek love of the Father. 


My dark drie Soul was Aarons withered rod, 
By feſms ſpringeth'it'h;Paradiſe of God. 


God breathe life into this little ſpan, 
Himſelf the Breathcr breathed into man. 


Carry my thirſty Soul, O holy Dove ! 
' Into my Fathers flaming heart of love. 


C hi 
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Chriſt and the Father's one, and we in him, 
Crowned with joy , in all his glory fwim. 


They needs muſt live a ſweet and pleaſant life, 
Where Love's the Husband, Charity the Wite, 


= 
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New-found Medicine for maladies, not hazar- 

dous, deſperate, or violent ; but ſafe, and ſure, 
pleaſant, pallatable, and comfortable ; not putting 
nature to any ſtreſs, but greatly {trenthening, relie- 
ving, and enabling her to encounterwith her ma- 
lignant enemies, &c. Found out (this inſtant 
1671) By the great care and jtudy of 


ARC - i. 


Item. There may be had pleaſant coratalities, for 
the prevention of Diſeaſes, procuration of 
cheerſulneſs, improvement of Diet, and ſup- 
p:y of Spirits. 

F.omMr. Wadd:s his Houſe in Barns 
September 24. 1671. 


Enquire at Mr. orners at the Kings head in 
Whites Allry in Chanceris lane for Capt. Sambach, 
berimes any morning, and from eleven till one, and 


#, you may have farcker Information aad directions, &c. 


Books 


at 
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Books ſold by T homas Paſſenger 
at the Three Bibles on London- 


Bridge. 


Mirror or Looking-glaſs for Saints and Sinners, 
ſhewing the juſtice of God on the one, and his 
mercy towards the other. Set forth in ſome thouſand 
of examples by Sam. Clark late Miniſter of Bennet- 
Finck. London, in2 Volumns infolio. .i4 

Royal and Practical Chymiſtry, by Oſwald 
Crollizs, and 7chn Hartman, faithfully rendred into 
Engliſh, folio, price 10 s, " 

Gods revenge againſt murther, by John Reynolds, - 
containing thirty Tragical ſtories, digeſted into ſix 
Books, newly reprinted, folio, price 10s. | 

Lord Bacons Natural hiltory, folio, price 8s. 

Sandy's Travels, containing a defcription of the 
Turkiſh Empire, of Ezypr and the Holy Land, of 
the remote parts of 1raly, and Iſlands adjoyning, 
folio, price 8s. 
/ Markbam's Maſter-piece, 

Roman Antiquitiess by Tho. Godwin, quatto, 
price 25. 6d: 

The famous Hiſtory of the deſtruction of Troy, 
inthree books, quarto, price 3 s. 

Valentine and Orſon, price 18d. 
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Etimologicum parvum, by Francis Gregory, oQtavo, 
prite3 s, - 
Chymical eſſays, by 7b Begumss, price 1 s. 8d, 
Spiritual Antidotes again{t {inful contagion, by 
Tho. Doolittle, price 18 d. 
Pools Dialogue betwixt a Papiſt and a Proteſtant, 
twelves, price bound 1 s. : 
Monaſticon Faverſhamienſe ;, or a deſcription of 
the Abby of Faverſham, otavo, price bound 18d. 
The Chriſtians Crown. of glory ; or Holineſs the 
way to happineſs, o&tavo, price bound 18d. 
The path way to health, price bound 18 d. 
The complete Acagdemy, or Nurſery of comple- 
mMents, bound 1s. 
The book of knowledge in three parts, price 104, 
The book of Palmiſtry in oftave, price bound 18d, 
The Wiſe Virgin, being a narrative of Gods dea- 
Jing with Martha Hatfeld, price bound 18 d. 
The Pilgrim's port, or the weary man's reſt in the 
Erave, in twelves, price bound 1s. | 
The famous Hiſtory of the five wiſe Philoſophers, 
containing the Life of 7ehoſaphat, Son of Avenerio, 
Emperor of Carma, and his wonderful converſion to 
the Chriſtian faith. 
The great Aſſize by Sam. Smith. 
;The deleRable Hiſtory of Amades de Gaul. 
The pleaſant Hiſtory of Paladize of England. 
{The Bear-baiting of Womez. 
;The Hiſtory of Frier Bacon and Fryer Bungy. 
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New conceited Letters. 
The Jovial Garland containing all the neweſt ſongs 
that are now uſed. 

The penitent Prodigal, or a gratious Reproof for 
pbariſaical Saints, by 7. #7. | 

The Chriſtians belt exerciſe in the worſt of times, 
by ?. H. 

Scarborough Spaw,being a deſcription of the nature 
and virtues of the Spaw of Scarborough in York ſhire, 
by Doftor Witte. 

The French School-maſter. 

Farnabies Epigrams. 

Newtons Art of Lopgick. 

Newtons Art of Rhetorick. 

The famous Hiltory of Don Bellianzs of Greece, in 
three parts being now complete. 

The famous Hiſtory of 1Montelion, Knight of the 


Oracls. 


